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PREFACE 

IN any journey through Southern Tuscany the traveller, if 
he be wise, will set out from Empoli and use the old 
mediaeval highway, Via Frandgena, at least as fiEir as Siena. 
If he come by train from Florence or the North it is at 
Empoli by the Val d' Elsa that he will enter this beautiful 
country; and, indeed, for all practical purposes the railway 
follows the road up the valley so far as the lovely city which 
on her triune hill seems to rule all this southern part of 
Tuscany, made up as it is of hill and vale and desert. The 
great highway, which, whether afoot or in the train, the 
traveller will thus follow to Siena is, as it were, the backbone 
of the Sanese. By it, and by it alone, whether from Rome or 
from the North, Europe, the life of Europe, passed into this 
great corner of Tuscany. 

Unknown to the Romans, the Via Francigena, or Francesca, 
for it is known by either name, was, as its name implies, the 
way of the Franks into Italy, the one thing maybe that any- 
where in the world was created by the Dark Ages, as we so 
rightly call that vast period of time in which the light of Rome 
seemed to be extinguished and Europe at the mercy of the 
Barbarians. But, as though to confirm us in our conviction 
that nothing which was then achieved was really independent 
of the Capitol, the Via Francigena was both at its b^;inning 
and its ending dependent on Roman work, for it b^;ins as 
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viii SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

a branch of the Via Aemilia and it ends at the gate of the 
Eternal City. 

Leaving the Via Aemilia, the great highway of Cisalpine 
Gaul at Parma, it crossed the Apennines and entered Italy 
proper under Monte Bardone by the Cisa pass, descending into 
the western valleys at Pontremoli in the Lunigiana and entering 
what later became the Grand Duchy, what we call Tuscany, 
at Sarzana and forgotten Luni. Thence by the Salto della 
Cervia it entered the Lucchese, passed through the city of 
Lucca and by Altopascio and Galleno found Val d' Amo at 
Fuccechio. Crossing the Amo there below Empoli, under 
S. Miniato al Tedesco, it entered Val d' Elsa and, following 
that stream upwards, passed the cities that are our theme — 
Castel-Fiorentino, Certaldo, Poggibonsi. Climbing thence into 
the Sanese, it passed Staggia, and entering Siena by Porta 
Camollia, left it at Porta Romana, whence it crossed the 
tawny, uptossed, and sun-baked desert whose ca^Htal is 
Buonconvento. Qimbing again, it reached the foot-hills at 
S. Quirico in Val d' Orcia, and entering the profound and 
barren gorge under Mont' Amiata on the east, took the Val di 
Paglia at the lost city of Callimala under Radicofani, passing 
thence as to-day to Acquapendente, Bolsena, Montefiascone, 
Viterbo, and Sutri, entering Rome at last by the Porta Castello 
in the shadow of Castel S. Angelo, close by S. Peter's Church. 

By this road came Philip Augustus in 1191, by this road 
came the predatory Emperors. Nor, indeed, till our own day 
did the Via Frandgena fall into disuse. By it our fathers 
came to Rome, so that in every old book of Italian travel, 
from Richard Lassells, writing in the seventeenth centuiy, to 
W. D. Howells, writing in the middle of the mneteenth, it has 
a part. And though for no other cause, yet for this it shall 
be our road too ; and though we shall often leave it, we shall 
always return to it, till at Radicofani, on the verge of the 
Patrimony, the last outpost of Siena in the South, we leave it 
for a new way home. 



PREFACE ix 
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CASTEL-FIORENTINO 

CASTEL-FIORENTINO is, as you soon find if you are 
wise enough to be content to stay there, a busy and 
picturesque little country town, full of the life of the country, 
chaffering contadini^ great, slowly moving oxen, and the happy 
laughter of children, which is the music of Tuscany. Origi- 
nally set high on its fair hillside, it has run into the plain and 
mingled itself inextricably with its own bargo^ that lies at the 
foot of the hill towards the railway and the sleepy Elsa. The 
whole place in its littleness and shadowy climbing ways is 
charming, and no one surely who has stayed there ever left the 
little inn in the lower town without regret 

But the lower town, in spite of its beautiful churches, 
S. Verdiana, S. Francesco, and S. Chiara over the water, 
gives you no idea of the delight and ancientness that await 
you in the Castello, the true Castel-Fiorentino, which climbs 
the hiU, in the shadow of which the borgo lies, so precipitately. 

The town gets its Florentine name, Repetti assures us, 
either from the fact that it was anciently under the civil and 
religious jurisdiction of the Bishops of Florence, or perhaps 
from the fact that it stood on the confines of the Florentine 
contado. But tradition, always the best guide, assures us that 
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it was given to the place by the people themselyes out of a 
devotion very rare and stiange for Florence, their mistress, 
and that in recognition of their love the Republic granted 
them her own arms, the crimson lily in a field of silver, which 
the town bears to this day. 

Howfrer that may be, Castel-Fiorentino was certainly not 
the creation of the Republic of Florence. She was already 
old in 1 164, when we first hear of her as one of the feuds of 
the Conti Alberti, confirmed to them by Frederic I. But 
feud of the Alberti though she was, it was not they who ruled 
her, but the Bishops of Florence, and in 12 15 we find Bishop 
Giovanni da Velletri compelling his terraxtam to build their 
houses no higher than thirteen bracda^ though the borghigUmi 
of S. Lorenzo in Mugello were allowed to build houses of 
fifteen. This seems to have been a sore point with the Castel- 
Fiorentini seven hundred years ago. In 1231, however, they 
obtained a certain relief in this as in other matters from Bishop 
Ardingo, winning the right to elect their own dispensers of 
Justice, provided always that the Bbhop^>proved their choice. 
In 1252 they seem to have elected their own Podestiu They 
chose Forese di Buonaccorso Adimari, a Florentine magnate, 
and no doubt this was a further blow to the jurisdiction of the 
Bishop. 

But the history of Castel-Fiorentmo, in spite of the position 
of the town in the Val d' Elsa, over the Via Francigena, is 
without real importance. Only twice, indeed, did it appear in 
any of those moving and dramatic scenes that are so plentiful 
in the story of the thirteenth century in Tuscany. The first of 
these occasions was by far the greater, and is a good example 
of the little town's devotion to Florence. 

On 27 September, 1197, the Emperor Frederic I died, and 
his death, as we know, was the beginning of the ruin, total 
and complete, that a hundred and fifty years later finally over- 
took the Empire. It was a moment for bold action, and 
Florence was great enough to seize it. It was, however, the 
people of San Miniato al Tedesco, in Val d' Amo, who gave 
the signal. They destroyed the fortress held by the Germans 
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under which they lired, and not long after tht walls of 
S. Genesio. This was the first act in the great movement 
that Florence now engineered for her own freedom and 
that of Tuscany. At this moment, so unfortunate for the 
Empire, she conceived and formed the Tuscan League which 
was finally arranged at S. Genesio on 11 November, 1197, 
when the cities of Lucca, Siena, and S. Miniato, with the 
Bishop of Volterra, swore to maintain it The treaty thus 
made bound the signatories to an alliance for their common 
defence against all enemies of the League as wdl as to make 
no peace with " any Emperor, or King, or Prince, or Duke, or 
Marquis " without the consent of the League, and to attack 
all cities, towns, counts, and bishops who refused to join the 
League when asked to do so. What did this treaty mean? 
Certainly the indq>endence of Tuscany, its refusal to admit 
the claims of either Emperor or Pope. But it meant much 
more than that. It meant the consolidation of their amtadi 
by the various dties, and the final ruin of the country nobility : 
for the casHlH^ the towns, and small domains were only to be 
admitted to the League as dependents of the legitimate owners 
of the territories in which they stood. From this there was but 
one exception, Poggibonsi, because she was claimed by many. 

Two Rectors were appointed to govern the League, and, as 
it happens, they were solemnly sworn in at S. Ippolito di 
Castd-Fiorentino, the andent pieoe^ now a mere chapel, 
about a mile from the Castello, on 4 December, 1197. The 
first of them was the Bishop of Volterra, and the other the 
Florentine Consul, Acerbo. 

But, as we have seen, Castel-Fiorentino was a feud of the 
Conti Alberd, and they had not yet joined the League, ndther 
had their feuds of Certaldo and Mangone or their fortress of 
Semifonte. Yet Castd-Fiorentino, the last of Florentine 
towns, &r in the €ontada^ was the meeting-fdace of the 
League. Was it she who brought the Conti Alberti low? 
We read that Arezzo joined the League in December, the 
Count Guido gave his word in February, 1198, and on the 
7th of that same month Count Alberto also promised 
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allegiance, but in signing the treaty mth him Florence 
expressly reserved the right to attack the fort of Semifonte, 
and to procure the submission of the Alberti feuds of Certaldo 
and Mangone, "even by force if required." Thus Castel- 
Fiorentino bore her part in one of the few beneficent revolu- 
tions that Tuscany has suffered. 

The second incident in the history of Italy in which the 
little town figures befell in 1260, and must have been to her 
an occasion of weeping. For Florence, her friend, was 
brought low; the Ghibellines of Siena, with their German 
allies and the Florentine exiles, had "broken and put to 
rout" the "ancient Florentine people" at Montaperti, and 
Castel-Fiorentino was for a moment the meeting-place of the 
heads of the Ghibelline party. 

In the fourteenth century Castel-Fiorentino figures some- 
what more prominently. In 131 2 she broke the contingent 
of Rupert of Flanders as it left the Emperor at Poggibonsi. 
In 13 1 3 she was unsuccessfully besieged by Henry on his way 
to Siena,' and in various years, notably in 1359, she was hard 
put to it ; but on the whole her histoiy was more peaceable 
than might be expected, since she was on the great highway. 

Happy Castel-Fiorentino 1 She was able and content to 
till her fields always as she does to-day, to tend her vine- 
yards, to sow the com under the olives, and to gather it in with 
songs, while the armies of Germany, the companies of adven- 
ture^ the gay chivalry of France thundered by to destruction. 
Is not her story, which will never be told, one of those which 
should console us most in a world so busy about resounding 
trifles? She has no history; but in her untold stoiy the 
romance of Europe lies hid — the stoiy of men like ourselves 
going up and down day by day about their business, labouring 
in the fields in a hard partnership with Nature, chaffering in 
the market-place, rising at dawn, resting at midday, singing at 
evening, loving a little and weeping much — ^if we could but 
read it 1 

But if Castel-Fiorentino is without a histoiy, if she never 

* See note i, p. 319. 
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produced a great man or a great artist, she is by no means 
devoid of the consolation of beauty. She herself is as charm- 
ing and picturesque as can be ; her churches are spacious and 
full of light, and there, too, you may find many a picture of a 
rare and exquisite country grace that only her lovers have 
discovered. 

Now, of her churches S. Biagio, the old pieve in the 
Castello, has been chief since S. Ippolito, a mile away, fell 
into disuse. There, too, in the upper town is the Collegiata 
S. Lorenzo, while in the lower town is S. Francesco, now 
dosed, though not, I hope, for ever; and best of all S. 
Verdiana, and across the river S. Chiara, once a convent 
of Poor Clares, but now in the hands of the Osservanti. 

On the morning of the day after I had the happiness to 
return to Italy — and it was a fine morning too — findii^ myself, 
as I have told, in Castel-Fiorentino, loving her already for 
her happiness, I set out to see what was to be seen, and the 
first thing I came upon was the church of S. Francesco, 
closed and dumb. And they told me the Government had 
closed it as no longer safe, and with truly surprising generosity 
had made a magnificent grant of one hundred and sixty lire — 
say six pounds and eight shillings — ^for its repair 1 This I 
learned chiefly from an old contadina who lived in the disused 
convent, and presently when we were friends she let me into 
the church. 

Now, S. Francesco, as I knew, had originally been founded 
by the conventuals of the Order who established themselves 
here in 1230. It is a fine church of a single nave, but 
neglect has allowed it to £edl into a condition of disrepair that 
is reaUy dangerous* In the choir I found Giottesque frescoes 
of the life of S. Francis as at S. Croce in Florence, and opposite 
to them a Crucifixion of S. Peter as in the Roman altarpiece 
attributed to Giotto, and as at Assisi. 

In the nave are further spoiled wonders. To the right of 
the west door is a damaged fresco of the SS. Trinitk On 
the right wall is S. Francis enthroned with the three virtues — 
Poverty, Obedience, and Chastity — and four angels, two of 
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whom bear the insignia of the Passion. These lovely 
fragments, and they are very lovely, are by Cenno di Scr 
Francesco Ceimi. Further, on the right, I found a fragment 
of a Madonna at Annunciation, and almost opposite to it on 
the left wall a fine head of S. Peter. Evidently the whole 
church was once covered with frescoes till the blindness of 
fools hid them under the whitewash, so that these fragments 
are all that we may yet see. 

From S. Francesco I passed on to the beautiful and 
spacious church of S. Verdiana close by, standing over an 
early Christian chi^>el, now a crypt, dedicated to S. Antonio 
Abate. The great church was built long ago by the people 
of Castel-Fiorentino to their patron saint, S. Verdiana. Over 
the second altar to the left is a spoiled work by Granacci, 
a Madonna and Child with S. Sebastian and S. Francis. The 
church itself, indeed, holds very little that has any interest for 
us ; but in the sacristies there are treasures. In the first is a 
spoiled Trecento picture of S. Verdiana between two snakes^ 
In the second, beside a Botticelliesque Fietk and a Crucifixion 
by some pupil of Ghirlandajo, is one of the most astonishing 
eikons in Italy, a marvellous Madonna by Taddeo Gaddi 
himself, which in its monumental weight and power one can 
only compare with the fiunous Giotto of the Florence 
Academy. 

I spent the morning in these two churches, and then in the 
afternoon crossed the river to S. Chiara, a charming and quiet 
convent founded in the thirteenth century by some Poor 
Clares from the Marca, to whom in 1278 the Contessa 
Beatrice di Capraja left a legacy of fifty lire. To-day, however, 
the convent is in the occupation of the Osservanti. It was 
one of them — " a friar of orders grey," who seemed, indeed, to 
have stepped out of the song, so jovial and flEit was he — ^who, 
in answer to my call, came out of his siesta to show me the 
church. The church is delightful, filled with a country peace 
and scattered with sun and shade. Over an altar on the left 
I found one of those things I love best — a splendid Giotto- 
esque Crucifix, into which the love and faith of the thirteenth 
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century seem immediately to have passed. Over an altar on 
the opposite wall stands a picture of the Madonna and Child 
with Saints, of the schoc^ of Vasari, a late sixteenth-century 
work full of mastery and all the later realism of painting, but 
curiously lacking in the assurance of peace. 

Behind the high altar are two surprising figures of life-size 
carved in wood at the end of the fifteenth century and 
painted. They represent the Blessed Virgin Annunciate and 
S. Gabrid, archangel. To the delight of Fra Lorenzo, my 
guide, the arms of the Virgin moved, being flexibly jointed, 
as he showed me. But apart from this childishness, which he 
was so right to enjoy, the figures are fine of their kind ; the 
Madonna, indeed, has the same rhythm as a French or 
English work in ivory of the thirteenth century. 

The quiet beauty of the church, the eager diatter of Fra 
Lorenzo^ caused me to Unger here, and that was my good 
fortune. For just as I was about to leave, as I said £urewell to 
Fra Lorenzo at the church door, a woman came towards us, 
and, greeting the firiar, at once knelt down on the threshold, 
just under the lintel of the door, and prepared herself to be 
churched. With her came two ragged urchms and a little 
black dog. In the great shady nave the children played with 
the dog^ quite at home in the house of their Father, while 
Fra Lorenzo, excusing himsdf, went into the sacristy and 
brought forth a great taper, which he placed in the good 
woman's hand, and a large book, all in Latin, out of which he 
proceeded to read some prayers. I cannot tell you what a 
charming and old-world picture this made, recalling happier 
days. The children in the shadow playing with the little Mack 
dog ; the good woman who had just brought forth a child 
kneding in the sunshine, holding her taper carefully, on the 
threshold of the church ; Fra Lorenzo in his surplice, unctuous 
and sleek, reciting the Office — it was as diough by some good 
fortune certain centuries had never happened, and we were 
back in those scarcely remembered days when everything 
could be accounted for, when there was still a unity in Europe, 
and we accepted the love of God and the offices of the Church 
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as matters of coarse. Only I seemed to be out of the picture. 
And so quietly I slipped away without so much as "Thank 
you " to Fra Lorenzo, to whom I owed this consoling glimpse 
of life in Tuscany. 

It was late in the afternoon when I climbed into the upper 
town, the real Castel-Fiorentino, and found the Collegiata 
S. Lorenzo, a very old church, partly Lombard, where, over 
the second altar on the right, is a fine Ducdesque Madonna 
and Child, much darkened. The church has, too, some good 
late pictures, but I did not linger, as I wished to see the sunset 
from the Castello. 

I found it when I came to the platform before the pieve of 
S. Biagio, where on the high altar is a fine early Madonna of 
surprising glory and tenderness. 

Looking thence across the world in the most beautiful hour 
of the day, when in that level and golden light God seems still 
to bestow on the earth His benediction, I saw evening come 
from the mountains up Val d' Elsa. To the north the valley 
widened between the hills under Castelnuovo, at whose foot a 
little chapel, as I knew, hid some frescoes by Benozzo Gozzoli. 
To the south the earth towered, breaking at last into the beauty 
that is S. Gimignano delle Belle Torri, where every little hill 
seemed to be crowned with a city shining in the setting sun. 

It is surprising that a place so lovely should never have 
expressed itself, should have produced no one to tell the world, 
in words, colour, or action, in the beauty of his work or the 
strength, sweetness, or perfection of his life, of the loveliness 
of his home. It is true there are the children. Indeed, one 
of them, a lad of twelve or thereabouts, had come up as I 
stood there thinking, and now waited beside me, looking up 
into my face or across the valley to where the sun had hidden 
itself already behmd a shoulder of the hills. 

Presently I turned to him, and with a certain churlish 
impatience demanded, " Was there, then, no one bom in this 
city who was ever famous ? " 

Now he answered, smiling up at me confidently, " Ma si, 
Signore." 
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"What!" said I, "there was? You tell me there was? 
And who is this unknown and yet sfdendid personage who 
stands for Castel-Fiorentino ? Eh ? " 

And he answered, looking down, a little baffled by my 
sharpness, "Signore, Santa Verdiana." 

" Santa Verdiana," said I. " Santa Verdiana ? And who 
may she be?" 

"Signore, she is a great Saint, our Saint, the Saint of 
Castel-Fiorentino." 

" Ha ha," said I ; " I remember now, boy; you mean the 
little Saint with the two snakes, the protector of the church 
down there?" 

"Si, Signore." 

" Was she of Castel-Fiorentino ? " 

" Si, Signore." 

" Tell me, then." And I settled myself carefully on the 
wall, where I could see the glory of the sky, and prepared to 
listen. 

" Signore, it was very long ago, if the Signore will believe 
me, when that holy one, Santa Verdiana of Castel-Fiorentino, 
had the politeness to be bom here in this town for the glory 
of us who live here and the edification of all Val d' Elsa. 
Signore, it was very long ago, but, nevertheless, we shall never 
forget it any more than they of S. Gimignano will forget their 
S. Fina, about whom, as Padre Bonifazio says, there is too 
much talk. Will the Signore hear, then ? " 

I nodded. 

"Signore, when Santa Verdiana was bom here in Castel- 
Fiorentino her parents were very poor, yet in spite of this 
misfortune always she was good and holy, and the Saints 
talked with her. And so wise did she grow with hearing this 
talk that if the Signore will understand every one here loved 
her, and a relation of her family who was rich, noble, and very 
powerful, seeing how good she was, made her the padrona of 
his family, and gave his whole house into her keeping. This 
when she was not yet very old. Now, as it hi^pened, Signore 
— and the Signore knows such things were common in those 
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days — ^whQe she governed the whole house of this rich man 
there was a famine in Val d' Elsa, and no one had enough, or 
even at last anything to eat. Only, as rich men do, being 
both wise and cunning — but cunning, Signore, at least here 
in Castel-Fiorentino— the padrone of S. Verdiana had known 
very well how to guard himself even in this, for he had in his 
house a great chest of beans laid by, and as such things grew 
more and more valuable, when they were worth their weight 
in gold he sold them to a certain merchant of his acquaintance, 
who, as the Signore may believe, having paid for them, was 
not slow in coming to fetch them. Signore, what do you 
think? Do you think that was a good bargain? Do you 
think that he filled his empty belly with those beans, and was 
able to sell the rest at a price of blood? If the Signore 
were to think so, he would be mistaken — but how mistaken ! 
For S. Verdiana, Signore, that little poor one, had long since 
given all those beans away to the poor of Castd-Fiorentino, 
since they were hungry. 

"Well, the Signore may believe me that when the padrone 
found that he had no beans to sell, and above all, when it 
occurred to him that the great price he had received must be 
given back, he was like a devil for rage. Signore, he bubbled 
over, he spat, tore his hair, and indeed behaved himself in a 
fashion unbecoming in one really well educated. But when 
S. Verdiana saw how things were, for a whole night she gave 
herself to prayers ; and behold, in the morning, the chest was as 
full as ever. Such is the power of God, as the Signore knows. 
Then, when she found that her prayers were heard, she called 
the padrone and said^ * Leave off being angry; Gesd Cristo 
has returned the beans you grudged Him.' And that she 
said because you know, sir, it is written in the Gospel, 
* Forasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these 
My brethren, ye have done it unto Me.' 

'* Now, when the padrone saw this thing and understood, 
you may believe he was astonished — astonished and proud, 
sir, that he should have so great a wonder in his house; and 
so, altogether reckless in his pride, he went through Castel- 
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Fioreirtino tetUng every one of his good fortimei so tfiati to 
the great dismay and shame of Santa Verdiana, she found 
herself famous — an object, sir, of public veneration. In her 
great shame and fear of this which had befiedlen her, she 
made up her mind to flee away from Castel-Pior^itino, and 
to go on inlgrimage with some great ladies oi this valley to 
S. Giacomo di Campostella, very far off, you know, sir, in the 
great kingdom of Spain. But we would only let her go when 
she promised at last to return as soon as she could. Now, of 
all that happened on that pilgrimage, as Padre Bonifazio says, 
we shall never know — no, sir, nor a half nor a quarter of it 
But when she returned to this town, sir, we met her in a fine 
procession; and as she wished, we built her a little cell looking 
into the church — ^it was called S. Antonio then, sir — down there 
in the A^^, sir, now called Santa Verdiana. There, sir, as 
you may suppose, she heard Mass every day; but brfcne the 
celi was finished she went on pilgrimage to Rome ; but of 
what befell on that journey, too, we shall never know any^iing. 
** When she returned, she entered the cell we had built, and 
there she lived, sir, for thirty-four years, till she came to die 
there — sleeping in summer on the ground, and in winter on a 
plank with just a block of wood for a pillow. 

" Now, sir, in dealing with Saints you should always expect 
some wonder. So it was with Santa Verdiana. She had been 
in her cell perhaps four years, perhaps five, when, on the 
Feast of S. Antonio Abate, she heard the preacher describe 
what that patriarch of hermits endured from the presence of 
devils — devils, sir, who took the form of wild beasts — as you 
know, sir. So Santa Verdiana prayed that she might share 
the sufierings of that holy one, and it happened as she desired. 
For a few days after two magnificent and stupendous serpents 
came in at her little window, and there, sir, they remained for 
the rest of her life, eating out of her bowl, and lashing her 
with their tails when, sir, she had nothing to give them. 
Now, one day the Bishop of Florence, a very great and most 
important personage, came to Castd-Fiorentino especially to 
pay Santa Verdiana a visit, and seeing, as he peeped through 
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the window, the two serpents coiled up beside Santa Verdiana 
there in the cell, he immediately and hastily, without thinking 
twice about it, sir, gave orders that they should be killed. 
But when Santa Verdiana heard it she wept bitterly and 
begged him to allow her to keep them as an exercise of her 
patience. What could he do, sir, but grant her this petition ? 
And, indeed, these two serpents remained with her for thirty 
years, till the people of Castel-Fiorentino killed them, to her 
great sorrow and regret. 

*' And not long after a most important thing befell her and 
this town, namely this, that San Francesco of Assisi came here, 
and finding her made her a member of his Third Order.' 
And Fra Bonifazio says that that was the best and most 
important event in her life, but I, sir, think the serpent best 
of all — don't you, sir? Then, sir, she died* in the odour of 
sanctity. That is all, sir. Would you like to see her, sir?" 

I was silent for a time. And then I said, "I think I 
should very much like to see her.'' 

So he 1^ me a little way further over the hill, till we came 
to a church by the wayside called S. Pietro di Pisangoli, where 
there is a fine picture of the Madonna and Child by some pupil 
of Ghirlandajo. There we found a portrait of S. Verdiana 
in the grey habit of the Third Order of S. Francis with 
S. Jerome. 

It was quite dark when I came back into the city ; all the 
lamps were lighted, and in the streets there was a song. I 
think Castel-Fiorentino has perfectly expressed herself. 

■ This was in 1222. * * She died in 1242. 



II 

CERTALDO 

LONG before you come to Certaldo on its great hill over 
the narrowing valley of the Elsa, which in U^ct it holds 
and closes, the Castello shines before you, still very &r o£^ a 
rugged cluster of houses and towers against the sky. When 
at last you find yourself on that great and beautiful road beside 
the river, at the foot of this beautiful hill, it is to discover a 
town very like Castel-Fiorentino in this at least, that the Castello, 
the walled and ancient town, is on the hill and the modem 
do9^o in the plain. But, as you soon realise, Certaldo is more 
splendid, more rugged, and more ancient than her sister, 
though, as you see her from the north, you have the worst 
view of her, her true splendour looking southward. 

Most of us who in Uie modern hurry stay here, perhaps, 
for a few hours on our way to Siena or to Florence, come not 
for any ancient loveliness she may have kept for us, but for 
Boccaccio's sake, for he died here in the ancient house of his 
family still to be seen in the Castello. But in fact Certaldo, 
with her picturesque mediaeval ways, has much curious beauty 
of her own, a few pictures, some narrow and ancient streets, 
certain old houses and towers, the Palazzo Pubblico, the Casa 
di Boccaccio, and a delicious countryside, beside the venerated 
grave of that great and heroic man who has entranced the whole 
world with his stories, who gave Homer back to us, and was the 
first defender of Dante Alighieri, the devoted friend of Petrarch, 
the lover of Fiammetta ; who remained poor his whole life long 

for the sake of learning, and who b indeed the most human 

13 
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and the most modest and heroic spirit of the earliest Renais- 
sance. There is nothing at all to see in the modem-built 
town, the bargo at the foot of the fruitful and beautiful hill on 
which Certaldo stands. In the great empty Piazza before the 
church of S. Andrea, founded on land left to the Augustinians 
of Florence by Jacopo, Boccaccio's half-brother, in accordance 
with his will stands a poor modem statue of Certaldo's greatest 
son and benefactor. It b in the lofty Castello that what 
remains to be seen in Certaldo is to be found. 

If you turn to the left out of the Piazza you presently 
come to a steep way on the right called Costa degli Alberti, 
for Certaldo was one of the possessions of that great house. 
It is by this way you must pass, coming at last to the old and 
beautiftil gate of the still walled Castellp. 

From the gate the main street mounts steeply on the left, 
past the old towered house of Boccaccio and the ancient 
church of SS. Jacopo and Filippo, to the Palazzo Pubblico, the 
great haggard fortress of the Alberti, carved with coats-of-arms 
and beautiful with a few frescoes. 

Then returning a little on your way you come first, on the 
right, to the church of SS. Jacopo and Filippo, now the parish 
church of Certaldo, belonging to the Augustinians. Here in 
the single nave, on the left, is a large niche, perhaps for an 
altar, in which is a fresco of the Madonna and Child, with 
S. Peter, S. John, and S. Verdiana, by some pupil of Lippo 
MemmL Our interest in the place, however, is chiefly roused 
by the Ceurt that it once held the tomb of Boccaccio, and still 
preserves a memorial of him — a fine bust high up between 
the first and second altars on the right, with an ancient 
inscription beneath. Here, then, within the shdter of his 
parish church till a little over a hundred years ago Boccaccio 
lay in peace. 

'*Boccacdo to his parent earth bequeathed 
His dust — and lies it not ber great among, 
With many a sweet and solemn requiem breathed 
O'er him. who fonn'd the Tuscan's siren tongue; 
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That music in itself, whose sounds are song. 

The poetry of speech? No — even his tomb 

Uptom must bear the hyaena bigots' wrong; 

No more amidst the meaner dead find room, 

Nor claim a passing sigh, because it told for whom ! ** 

The outrage which Byron refers to happened in 1783, when 
a new floor was built in SS. Jacopo and Filippo. The 
" hyaena bigots " of Certaldo, finding it disgraceful that the 
author of so many merry tales should rest in holy ground, tore 
up the tomb, scattered the ashes, and flung the stone aside, 
lliis unfortunate and disgraceful vandalism, exceptional in the 
annals of Italy, who has generally shown a touching devotion 
for the names of her great sons, was happily atoned for, in so 
far as was possible, by the principal person of the district, the 
Contessa Lenzioni, a daughter of the last branch of the house 
of Medici, ever famous for its generosity to and protection of 
artists and men of letters. This great and good lady rescued 
the tombstone of Boccaccio from the neglect in which it lay 
and found for itan honourable place in her own palace. She 
did more : the house in which Boccaccio had lived for many 
years, and in which he came at last to die, was as little 
respected as his tomb. This, too, she purchased, and devoted 
it to his memory. It stands a little lower down than and on 
the same side of the street as the church, and even contains a 
small Boccaccio museum. In a room upstairs, which the 
custode calls the studio of Boccaccio, are gathered a few of 
his relics, such as the stones of his broken tomb, a cabinet for 
MSS. said to have been his, and a curious sand dock. 
Here, too, are a few pictures. The house has a turret which 
commands an extensive view over the surroimding country, 
including as it does Montajone and S. Gimignano. 

Here in the ancient house of his fathers Giovanni Boccaccio 
came to die in 1375. But Certaldo was not his birthplace, as 
has so often been stated ; indeed he lived there, it seems, but 
little till the last years of hb life.' 

' For a fully documented biographical and critical study of Boccacdo, 
see my *' GioTanni Boccaccio ^ (Lane, 1909). 
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Giovanni Boccaccio was bora in Paris, as he told Petrarch, 
in 131 $• He was the son of Boccaccio di Cnellino da 
Certaldo, a young Italian banker and money-lender at that 
time in Paris, and a certain Jeanne or Gianna, a French- 
woman about whom we know nothing save that it seems 
certain Boccacdno never married her. Their son, Giovanni, 
was probably brought to Italy when he was still a tiny child— 
at any rate his father was back in Tuscany, and in business in 
Florence, in 13 18, where it seems Giovanni was brought 
up, nel sua gremdo^ as he says, in his fother's house. Some 
have thought, among them the most learned student of his 
youth, Delia Torre, that the hill on which he tells us his child- 
hood was passed, '* a little hill strewn with seashells and dark 
with oaks,'' was that on which Certaldo stands, and that it was 
here his boyhood was spent. It seems more likely, however, 
that since he tells us he lived in his father's house — nei 
sua gremdoy literally, in his lap — that it was rather in Florence, 
where we know his father to have been, than in Certaldo he 
spent his earliest years, and this belief is strengthened by the 
foct that he later devoted a book to the description of the 
country about Florence between Fiesole and Settignano, which 
he greatly loved, while he says nothing of Certaldo, and also 
by the fact that we know his father had a house at Corbignano, 
under Settignano, that is still standing, which came to him 
as part of the dowry of his first wife, Margherita di Gian 
Donato de' Martoli, whom he married almost immediately 
after his return to Tuscany between 1314 and 1318, and who, 
if we understand Boccaccio aright, was the cause of the lad's 
sudden departure for Naples when, as we think, he was but 
ten years old. It had been his father's intention to bring 
Giovanni up to be a banker, but his early and passionate 
dislike of business brought this to nothing, and, no doubt 
to the delight of Margherita, his stepmother, whose son, 
Francesco, was then about two years old, old Boccaccio 
presently decided to apprentice Giovanni to a merchant in 
Naples, where, as we suppose, he arrived in December, 1323. 

But if he disliked banking and money-lending, trade, we 
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may be sure, was not more to his mind. He longed to be a 
poety and the gay life of Naples which he describes so vividlj 
for us did not encourage him to sddc to his desk. 

His education had been of the most meagre sort, consisting 
of the mere rudiments of Latin and arithmetic. In Naples, 
however, possibly among the scms of the Florentine merchants 
there, he found a certain *' Calmeta,'' who not only roused in 
him the desire for culttire, but was able to guide his first steps 
in those conversazumi astronomiche of which he speaks so 
much. With him he pursued his study in (kanmiar, Dialectic 
and Rhetoric 

This new companionship was not, however, die only thing 
that helped to strengthen his dislike of business. In 1327 he 
was presented by his father, then on a visit to Ni^es as the 
representative of the great banking house of the Bardi, at 
the Court, and one thing aiding another, before his father Idt 
Naples he had tdd him he could not pursue his career, and 
in fiact by 1329 we find him engaged— not mudi room 
enthusiastically, it must be admitted-^in the study of Canon 
Law, for his father seems to have insisted on a fixed pro- 
fession. 

But whatever his duties may have been at this time, neither 
they nor his studies with Calmeta occupied all his time. He 
entered with gusto into the gay life of the gayest city in Italy. 
He speaks often of the beauty of the women in that splendour 
of earth and sky and sea, and the beautiful names of two he 
courted and loved, being in love with love^ have come down 
to us, namdy, Pampinea and Abrotonia, which we find in the 
'*Filocola" like Romeo, Boccaccio had his Rosaline, These 
were not profound passions, of course, but they proved never- 
theless to be an introduction to Love himself. 

On entering Naples Boccaccio tells us he had had a vision 

<tf a beautiful lady who welcomed him with kisses. This vision 

was confirmed to him one night when, having deserted 

Abrotonia, and having in his turn been betrayed by Pampinea, 

they appeared to him in a dream, laughing at him, when he 

reproached them, and telling him it was in tact for another 
c 
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lady he had made all the verses dedicated to them. And 
presently in his dream he saw this lady, led in by Abrotonia 
and Pampinea, fiedrer far than they, and, as in die first visicm, 
dressed in green. 

This vision, which seems to have be&llen in 1339-30, 
proved to be a prophesy of Fiammetta. This lady, about the 
same age as himself, but already married, was the lU^timate 
daughter of King Robert of Naples and a lady of French birth, 
the wife of the Conte d' Aquino. Boccaccio saw her first on 
Holy Saturday in the church of S. Lorenzo of the Franciscans 
during Mass, and, as we may believe, on 30 March, 1331. He 
had gone to church, it seems, about ten o'clock, the fashionable 
hour of the day, rather to see the people than to attend the 
service, and there amid the throng he firat caught sight of the 
woman who was so profoundly to influence his life and shape 
his work. 

Fiammetta was tall and sianctaiat and, as he tells us in a 
hundred different places, golden-haired and very beautiful. 
He watched her all through the service, and thought of 
nothing else for the rest of the day. Then on the morrow, 
which was Easter Day, he went again to S. Lorenzo in the 
hope of seeing her, and she was there indeed, dressed finely 
in a green dress loaded with pearls. And at once he 
recognized her for the lady of his visions. 

That meeting was the beginning of a new life for Giovanni. 
Yet when he learned that Fiammetta was, though illegitimate, 
a princess, he can have had but slender hopes of winning 
her love. Nevertheless he did not altogether despaur, and we 
presently find him in her company telling her stories out of 
the Frendi romances then so popular, and of the Trojans and 
Romans. At her request he seems to have set about com- 
posing a romance for her, which he completed later under the 
name of the " Filocolo." He also wrote her many sonnets, 
hoping to win her, with all the naiveti of youth, by poetry. 
She allowed him to pay her court, and without giving him 
much encouragement no doubt enjoyed his homage. This 
courtship seems to have lasted some five years before an 
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opportunity occurred which gave Giovanni what he so eagerly 
desired — ^the full possession of this disdainful beauty. 

This opportunity and the advantage he took of it is so 
characteristic of the time, and so like one of his own stories 
that it must be told in some detail. But first let us assure 
ourselves that he loved her well and truly, if with a more 
human and mundane love than Dante had given Beatrice 
or Petrarch Laura; his was an earthly passion, sensual 
and unscrupulous, subject to the vicissitudes of life from 
which theirs were free. Petrarch had not the heart to 
possess himself of Laura; just that seems to have been 
the goal of Boccaccio's passion. His opportunity came 
during the absence of Fiammetta's husband in Capua. For 
long he had been her accepted lover, though so far she had 
always denied him the last proof of her love, which he now 
resolved to take by force or stratagem. Screwing his courage 
to the sticking-point, he bribed her maid to let him hide him- 
self in her room. There behind the ciutains of the great 
marital bed he watched her undress, and in fear and 
impatience waited till she was asleep. Then, as he tells us, 
trembling and scarce daring to breathe, he crept into the 
great bed beside her, in verity as though he were her newly 
wedded husband. Softly kissing her, sleeping still, and 
drawing aside the curtain that hid the light, he discovered 
to his amorous eyes *'il delicato petto, e con desiderosa mano 
toccava le ritonde mammelle, baciandola molte volte " — and 
already hdd her in his arms, when she awoke. 

She opened her mouth to cry for help, he closed it with 
kisses ; she strove to get out of bed, but he held her firm, 
bidding her have no fear. She was defeated, of course, but 
that her yielding might not seem too easy she reproached him 
in a trembling voice — ^trembling with fear and hope — for the 
violence with which he had stolen what she had always denied 
him ; adding that all was quite useless, as she did not wish it. 
Then Giovanni, putting all to the proof, took a dagger 
from his belt, and, retiring to a comer of the bed, in a low 
and distressed voice said — ^we find the words in the *' Ameto " 
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— " I do not come here, O lady, to despoil the chastity of thy 
bed, but as thy lover to cool my ardours, which either I shall 
achieve or I shall kill myself; for assuredly either I shall 
leave you satisfied or I sludl die here at your feet • • /* 

To kill himself— there ? O no, Giovanni I Certainly she 
did not want that What, then ? Well, not a dead man in 
her room at any rate for all the world to talk about • . . 

She was paid in her own coin ; her silence gave consent 
O no, Giovanni ! 

That night was but the first of a long series we may bdieve. 
"O how he loved my room ! " says Fiammetta in the book 
which bears her name; ''and with what joy it saw him 
arrive. ..." 

But that year so full of wild joy soon passed away. With 
the dawn of 1338 Giovanni's troubles began : at first jealousy. 
And tus fears prophesied truly — he was betrayed. Fiammetta, 
as he knew doubtless, was incapable of any stability in love^ 
and he could never help looking at a/&e donne. He struggled 
against his fate, humiliated himself before her, heaped 
reproadies upon her and scorn, but it was useless ; she was 
surrounded by admirers no more scrupulous than himself, and 
she, too, was in love with love. 

But fate was not content, it seems, with this single blow. 
Till then he had wanted for nothing ; he had had a home of 
his own, and had been able to go to Court as he pleased and 
to enter fully into the gay life of Naples. Now suddenly 
poverty stared him in the face. His bther, from whom aU 
that was stable and good in his life had proceeded, was ruined, 
and before long, widowed and childless, summoned him home. 

It cannot have been with any great content that Giovanni 
obeyed that call in the early days of 1341, when he was nearly 
twenty-eight years old. It seemed to him, doubtless, that he 
was leaving everything that was worth having in Naples; but u 
it proved it was in Florence he was to find, if not love, at least 
the fulfilment of his ambitions. 

There in the next few years he wrote and completed 
the works of his youth— the '* Filocolo," the ** Filostrato^'' 
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Ae "Tesdde,'* the "Ameto," the '^Amorosa '^^one,'* 
the '' Flammetta,** and the ^'Ninfale Flesolano,** and some- 
what in that sequence. Driven from Florence, it seems, hj the 
revolution that disposed of the Duke of Athens, he seems to 
have returned to Naples, perhaps to look for Fiammetta, but 
only to find the city in the uproar that followed the murder of 
Andrew of Hungary, husband of Queen Giovanna. Thence 
he wandered into the Romagna, staying with Ostasio da 
Polenta at Ravenna, where he met Dante's daughter Beatrice, 
and at Forli with Francesco Ordelaffi. He may well have 
been there or in Naples, certainly he was not in Florence, 
when the plague descended upon Italy with such awful con- 
sequences in 1348. In that " black death ^ Fiammetta seems 
to have perished ; we do not know whether it was Boccaccio 
who closed her eyes. Within the next two years he lost his 
lather and his second stepmother, his father's second wife, 
and was left as guardian of his half-brother by this lady, 
Jacopo. 

He returned to Florence in 1350, to find Petrarch there 
on his way to Rome for the Jubilee, and this, his first meeting 
with the most fiunous man of his time, was to be fall of good 
fortune for him. 

In 1349 the Republic of Florence had founded a university, 
really with the intention of attracting strangers to herself, for 
she was half-depopulated by the plague. In 135 1 Boccaccio 
was sent as ambassador to Padua to persuade Petrarch, whose 
lather was a Florentine exile, to accept a chair in the university. 
Though he did not succeed in his mission, he cemented his 
friendship with the lover of Laura, and was evidently con- 
sidered by the Republic as a good representative, for we find 
him serving as ambassador to Ludwig of Brandenburg, and 
three years later to Innocent VI in Avignon. About this 
time he finished the greatest of his works, the ** Decameron." 
He was about forty years old then, and unmarried. Fiammetta 
was dead, and his relations with women had, it seems, always 
been casual Yet for Boccaccio, more than for any other man 
of his time, perhaps, love, with its extraordinary bracing of the 
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intellect as well as of the body» was, in some sort, a necessity. 
And it seems that about this time, in his forty-first year, he 
found himself taken by a very beautiful woman, a widow, who 
pretended to encourage him, perhaps because of his fame, 
provoked his advances, allowed him to write to her, and then, 
laughing at this middle^iged and obese lover, gave his letters to 
her young lover, who scattered them about Florence. In his 
exasperation he wrote the book called *'I1 Corbacdo," the most 
cynical of his works, little more, in &ct, than a passionate 
attack on woman. His *' troubled spirit," as Petrarch wrote 
him, had declared himself. 

In the spring of 1359 he went to Milan to meet Petrarch, 
and while there probably met Leon Pilatus, the Calabrian 
who passed for a Greek. This charlatan and rogue he invited 
to Florence, in the hope of learning Greek from him. For 
two years he gave him hospitality, and succeeded, with his 
assistance, in producing a Latin version of the lUad and 
Od3rssey, which Petrarch was glad to borrow, and which, in 
fact, gave Homer back to the world. 

During this labour a moral crisis, long threatened, of which 
the ** Corbaccio " was a sign, overwhelmed him ; in his fiftieth 
year he began to regret the irresponsibility of his past life. 
On the threshold of old age, poor and alone, he thought to 
love God with the same enthusiasm with which he had loved 
woman. He was not capable of it ; his whole life rose up to 
deny him this impassioned consolation. 

It was in the midst of this disease that a certain Gioacchino 
Ciani called upon him to warn him, as he intended to warn 
Petrarch, of the nearness of death. In doing this the monk — 
for he was a Carthusian — was but obeying the dying command 
of Beato Pietro Pietroni, a Sienese, who had seen on his death- 
bed ** the present, the past, and the future." 

Already drawn towards a new life — a life which under the 
direction of the Church he was told would be without the con- 
solations of literature — at the sudden intervention, as it seemed, 
of Heaven, Boccaccio did the wisest thing of his whole life — ^he 
asked for the advice of Petrarch. The letter which Petrarch 
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wrote him takes its tank among the noblest of his woriOy and 
is indeed one of the most beautiful letters ever written. 
*' You tell me," he sajs, ** that this holy man had a vision of 
oar Lwd, and so was able to discern all truth — a great sight 
for mortal eyes to see. Great indeed, I agree with you, if 
genuine; but how often have we not known this tale of a vision 
made a cloak for an imposture ! And having visited you this 
messenger proposed, I understand, to go to Naples, thence 
to Gaul and Britain, and so to me. Well, when he comes 
I will examine him closely; his looks, his demeanour, his 
behaviour under questioning, and so forth, shall help me to 
judge of his truthfiilness. And the holy man on his death-bed 
saw us two and a few others to whom he had a secret message, 
which he charged this visitor of yours to give us; so, if I 
understand you rightly, runs the story. Well, the message to 
you is twofold : you have not long to live, and you must give 
up poetry. Hence your trouble, which I made my own while 
reading your letter, but which I put away from me on thinking 
it over, as you will do also. For if you will only give heed to 
me, or rather to your own natural good sense, you will see 
that you have been distressii^ yourself about a thing that 
should have pleased you. Now if this message is really from 
the Lord it must be pure truth. But is it from the Lord? or 
has its real author used the Lord's name to give weight to his 
own saying? . . . What is there new in all this ? You knew, 
without his telling you, that you could not have a long space of 
life before you. . . . Forsake the Muses, says he. • • . Nay, 
I answer, when he bids you pluck sin from your heart he 
speaks well and prudently ; but why forsake learning, in which 
you are no novice, but an expert, able to discern what to 
choose and what to refuse? . . • Though unlettered men have 
attained to holiness, no man was ever debarred from holiness 
by letters. • • • 

*' But if, in spite of all this, you persbt in your intention, 
and if you must needs throw away not only your learning but 
the poor instruments of it, then I thank you for giving me the 
refusal of your books. I will buy your library if it must be 
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told, for I woold not that the books of so great a man should 
be dispersed abroad and hawked about bj unworthy hands. 
I will buy it and unite it with my own ; then some day this 
mood of yours will pass, some day you will come bock to your 
old devotion. Then you shall make your home with me ; you 
will find your books side by side with mine, which are equally 
yours. Thenceforth we ^lall share a common life and a 
common library, and when the survivor of us is dead the 
books shall go to some place where they will be kept togedier 
and dutifully tended, in perpetual memory of us who owned 
them." 

That noble letter, so sane in its piety, in some sort cured 
Boccaccio. We hear no more of the fanatic monk, and the 
books were never bought by Petrarch, for they were never 
sold. 

Boccaccio's days of creation were, however, over. He 
retired to Certaldo to the house of his ancestors, and there 
read without ceasing the works of antiquity, annotating as he 
read. His learning became prodigious, and little by little 
he gathered his notes into Uie volumes we know as *' De 
Montibus, Sylvis, Lacubus," &c., a kind of dictionary of geo- 
graphy ; the *' De Casibus Virorum lUustrium,'' which deals 
with the vanity of human affairs from Adam to Petrarch ; the 
'* De Claris Mulieribus," which begins with Eve and comes 
down to Giovanna of Naples; and the ''De Genealogiis 
Deorum Gentilium,'' a cydopeedia of learning concerning 
mythology and a defence of poetry and poets. 

In addition to all his other reading Boccaccio had never 
ceased to study the ''Divine Comedy," nor did he till his 
death. In 1365, however, and again in 1368, he went as 
Ambassador of Florence to the Pope in Avignon and in 
Rome, and apparently about this time, too, he published his 
life of Dante. In 1367, leaving Certaldo in March, he went 
to Venice, where he had a joyful welcome from the. daughter 
of Petrarch and her huslMuid, but he did not again meet 
Petrarch himself. In 1370 he was once more in Naples, and 
in 1373 he was called bom his retirement in Certaldo to 
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lecture poblidy cm the "Diviiie Comedy* in Florence. He 
b^an to read on 33 October, 13739 in the diurch of S. Stefismo 
alia Badia, and continued on each succeeding day that 
was not a festi^aL He had got so fiu: as the sixtieth letione^ 
when he was taken ill and had to cease. This was no sudden 
disease ; he had never really recovered from his ''convarsion." 
Really ill, he retired to Certaldo^ where, utterly miserable and 
suffering much from his disease, but more from the ignorance 
of doctors, he groped about fitr from Petrarch, looking for 
some certainty. He had thought he mi^t find it in the 
monastic life, and it was in a solitude almost as profound 
that he came to die at last on this hill in Val d' Elsa in the 
house of his ancestors — a magician, as was said, like Virgil 
or Ovid to the folk of Naples and Sulmona, knowing all the 
secrets of nature. He must often have passed slowly, because 
of failing health, up and down the picturesque streets of the 
old town which holds as many sudden peeps as Assisi ; and 
at sunset, perhaps, he lingered by the gates as we do, for they 
are wond^ully placed for beauty. From his room he looked 
over a world as fair as any in Tuscany — a land of hills about 
a quiet valley where the olives are tossed to silver in the 
wind and the grapes are kissed by the sun into gold and 
purple, where the com whispers between the vines ; till for 
him, too, at last the grasshopper became a burden. 

There, on 31 December, 1375, he died, and was buried, 
as he had desired, above the quiet waters of the Elsa which 
puts all to sleep. In passing through the old streets of Certaldo 
to-day, it is part of our heritage to remember him. 



Ill 

S. GIMIGNANO 

CERTALDO, for all its narrow, winding ways and smiling 
country, holds little today that we can be sure Boccaccio 
saw. If we would know what a Tuscan hill town was like in 
the fourteenth century, we must go on foot or by carriage to 
S. Gimignano ddle belle Torri, on the hills on the other side 
of the Elsa. There, it is true, we shall find no remembrance 
of Boccaccio, but we shall be treading in the footsteps of 
Dante, and we shall find there, too, the memory of one of 
those little saints who once made sweet our world, but who, 
alas I come no more down the long valleys at evening, singing 
of the love of God. Nevertheless there are few refuges in all 
Tuscany more secure firom the rampant and sentimental 
materialism of our time than S. Gimignano. 

To reach thb wonder, to behold this banner of a lost cause, 
still valiant upon the hills, that is a good way which leaves 
Certaldo by crossing the river, and so climbs over the hills till 
the dty '^of the beautiful towers" rises before you like a 
vision, and you come at last, as to a forgotten shrine, into her 
quiet and shadowy gates. That b a good way, but it is not 
the only one, or even the most frequented. For those who 
seek her out from Siena will approach her horn Poggibonsi, 
whence it is a drive of some seven cMlometri at a cost of six 
lire to this strangely towered city, so gaunt upon the hills, 
above the olives and the vines. 

The road firom Certaldo, which was the way I took, is as 
lovely as any in the world. You climb hill after hill between 
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the olives and the vines, where the grain and the grapes grow 
together. Often you descend into delicious valleys where the 
vineyards are still with summer, and the silence is only broken 
by the far-away voice of some peasant singing stamelli', often, 
too, you look back on Val d' Elsa, where Certaldo smiles on 
its steep hill over the river, till suddenly at a turning of the 
way S. Gimignano rises before you on a lonely hill-top^ 
covered with the silver of the olives, the gold of the com, the 
green mantle of the vines, like a dty out of a missal, crowned 
with her trophy of thirteen towers. Over all that gay land- 
scape, that quiet country-side, she alone still hovers like a 
sombre thought of the Middle Age ; it is as though on that 
gay road some terrible verse of Dante had come to you sud- 
denly on the wind, in the sunshine, at a turning of the way, 
and had changed the whole world for you in an instant. 

Yet it is not anything too sombre or even too grave that 
fills your heart as you enter her gates, those gates that she 
threatens to destroy ; — yes, for your sake, lest your motor-car 
should be compelled to wait dr^urily without and you yourself 
pass through her streets on foot. If Dante has trodden her 
ways she has surely forgotten it, and one is not surprised that 
the inscription in the Palazzo Pubblico, by which she has 
thought to remind herself of the honour, records the wrong 
date. For in spite of old age, in spite of poverty, in spite of 
the modem world that she seeks, with too much condescension, 
one thinks, to placate, S. Gimignano is a joyful dty; a dty of 
old, gaunt towers, it is tme, but also a dty of singing voices, 
which, as it seems to me, these towers hear gladly*: they do 
not frown, but rejoice in the sun. For, andent as she is, she 
who has seen the armies of Charlemagne and the end of the 
Empire, in whose ears the stories of Boccacdo followed fast 
on Uie anathemas of Dante, can afford to greet you even to-day 
with a smile, it may be of welcome, it may be of tolerance. 

She is very old. More than a thousand years, according to 
Luigi Pecori, her historian, have passed since she was founded 
in honour of S. Geminianus. Certainly so early as the 
eighth century there was a town here, crouched under a 
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fortress casde, surrounded by the woods which gave her heat 
second name, Castello di S. Gimignano, Castello della Selva. 
From that time, as we may suppose, and catainly in the 
tenth, eleventh, and twelfth centuries, she was subject to the 
Bishop of Volterra, till in 1 199 we find her electing as Todeetk 
Maghinaido Malavolti of Siena, no doubt to stand for her 
against the Bishop. For, as before, the return of the Bishop 
of Volterra had administered justice within her gates, so after 
X 199 the Podestk ruled the courts and presided at the meetings 
of her Council and led her armies in battle. 

For all the cities of Tuscany the thirteenth century was a 
century of war, nor was S. Gimignano an exception. Her 
position demanded it. Between Florence and Siena, she 
could not keep her independence and be at peace. When 
she had won her freedom fh>m Volterra and forced the Sig' 
narotti of her contado to enter her gates, there were always 
these to watch and ward. Nor did she escape the horror of 
faction and civil war any more than her neighbours. Ghibel- 
line as she was in the time of Frederic II, there were Gudfs 
within her walls who only awaited an opportunity to seize the 
city. Their chance seemed to have come in 1246, when, 
finding the taxes on the churches a good excuse, they rose, 
led by Guido Ardinghelli, and destroyed the towers of the 
chief Ghibelline families, whose champions were the Salvucd. 
It was the feud between these two houses that at last brought 
S. Gimignano into captivity. All through the thirteenth cen- 
tury the city ran with the blood of the factions, and yet amid 
the uproar little S. Fina passed by, thinking only of the love 
of God. 

But S. Gimignano was torn asunder. Now Guelf, now 
Qiibelline, she suffered everything and gained nothing from 
any one. In 1260 at Montaperti she was Guelf, and shared 
the defeat and rout of the Florentines. In 1269 she was 
Ghibelline, and went down with the Sienese before the 
Florentines at Colle. Thenceforth she followed the Guelf 
cause, in 1270 helping the Florentines to destroy the Rocca 
of Poggibonsi, still obstinately Ghibelline. There followed a 
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peace, or sort of peace at least, of thirty yean, from 1170 to 
130a 

It was then, on a May moming in the year 1300, that an 
embassy from the allied cities of the Gudf League came np 
the long roads to S. Gimignano, and when the gates were 
opened Dante Alighieri, just thirty-five years old, rode into 
the town with his company, with trumpeters gay with silver 
and gold, and heralds all in scarlet and silver. In the great 
hall of the new Palazzo del Comune he gave his message to 
the ancients of S. Gimignano. to wit, that a council was called 
of the League to elect a captain of Tuscany, and that S* 
Gimignano was invited to send deputies. 

That herald announced, too^ the fourteenth century. The 
Ghibellines were no more, in name at least. There remained 
the broken Guelf party, irremediably split into Biandii and 
Neri. Again S. Gimignano followed Florence; she was 
Black, and went to the siege of Pistoia in 1305. She returned 
to look to her own affidrs. In 1308 war broke out between 
herself and Volterra, and the whde country was laid waste^ 
till the League, or at least Florence, Siena, and Lucca, inter- 
vened. She followed Florence and the League against 
Henry VII, who, being at Poggibonsi, still ineffectually 
Gfaibelline, threatened to fling down her towers and walls, 
and actually burnt the contada. Then, in 1313, Henry died at 
Buonconvento. 

It mig^t seem that with the Ghibelline cause in utter ruin 
S. Gimignano would have been at peace. It was, however, in 
the years following 1 3 1 5, when Ugucdone broke the Florentines 
at Montecatini, that she began to make an end of herself. 
Folgore, her poet, that terrible Guelf, was, after all, but ex- 
pressing the mood of bis time when he refused to acknowledge 
God while the Ghibellines triumphed. It is written that '' a 
bouse divided against itself cannot stand.** It was so with 
S. Gimignano, it was so with Italy. As in Florence, so in this 
little mountain city the trouble b^;an with an attempt at 
tyranny. Trd)aIdo Baroncetti, -one of the Guelf leaders, tried 
to make himself lord. It is true he was disposed o^ but the 
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factions would not be at peace. In 1333 the exiles, under ttie 
Ardinghelli, ravaged and burnt the contado^ till the people of 
S. Gimignano rased Camporbiano, in the Florentine territory, 
which had sheltered them. Florence demanded an explana- 
tion, and when this was not forthcoming she fitted out an 
expedition and imposed a fine on the Commune. Then 
S. Gimignano asked for mercy. This was the beginning of 
the end Where Florence had once had obedience she never 
brooked independence again. It was the Duke of Athens 
who first enslaved her, but she tore down his castle when 
Florence spued him out. But she was ever at the mercy of 
her own factions, without whom the Ardinghelli, who would 
not give up hope of possessing her, would have been helpless. 
The end came with the plague in 1348. In debt to Florence, 
half depopulated, but still quarrelling, in 1349 she gave the 
government into the hands of Florence for three years. Even 
this did not sober her. In 1352 the Ardinghelli and the 
Salvucci set the whole city in uproar, and a year later Florence 
finally and for ever took over the government Thus died the 
Commune of S. Gimignano, because she would not be at peace. 
It b wonderful to remember that to-day, in the silence of the 
Piazza del Duomo or on the broken ramparts of the deserted 
walls. This at least one is tempted to claim, this at least we have 
won from time, in this at least to-day is better than yesterday 
— ^we have attained to peace. Yes, it is true here in Italy they 
have attained to peace, but in such a place as S. Gimignano it 
is the peace of death. Is it very much else, I wonder, in Siena, in 
Assisi, in Pisa, even in Florence, which once boasted so loud 
and would have destroyed one another, but at the same time 
formed our Europe, conserved our Faith, created our civilization, 
and gave us nearly all that is worth having in the world ? Are 
there any better painters in the world than those of Florence 
and Siena ? Are there any better poems than the '* Divine 
Comedy," or better stories than those in the '* Decameron " ? 
And if you ask for men and women whom shall we place 
beside S. Francis of Assisi, S. Catherine of Siena ? Some 
wonder is gone out of the world. To<lay all Europe is at 
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peace, but we can do nothing to compare with what these 
four little cities did in the intervals of trying to annihilate one 
another. Why ? Some wonder is gone out of the world. Is 
it, can it be, our Faith? 

That question occurs very often to &e traveller as he passes 
through almost every city in Tuscany; it is insistent in 
Florence, in Siena, in Pisa, nor is it likely to be dumb even in 
S. Gimignano. This little valiant town, so lonely on the hills, 
was once the centre of a vigorous life, civil and religious, even 
intellectual and artistic. It produced and employed painters ; 
a poet was bom here, little S. Fina stood for it among the 
blessed in heaven. Now the place is less than nothing, a 
curiosity for strangers ; it has no life of its own, and is in- 
capable of producing anything but a few labourers for the 
fields. As you pass through its narrow ways and look on the 
monuments of the Middle Age and the Renaissance, you find 
everything deserted and a cruel poverty the only tyrant left. 
Some virtue is gone out of it. Why ? 

By whatever gate you may enter the city you will scarcely 
pause on your way through these silent streets full of shadows 
till you come into the Piazza del Podest^ where on a great 
platform, reached by a noble flight of steps, the CoUegiata 
stands with the Palazzo del Comune beside it, and the ancient 
Palazzo del Podesti^ and the Chigi and Rognosa towers 
opposite to it closing the square. The whole place is deserted. 
A few b^gars, a lounger here and there, an old woman spin- 
ning at a door, a few children playing on the steps — these and 
the sun are all that life has left the Piazza of S. Gimignano 
which Dante trod as ambassador for the Florentine Republic. 
Only the past seems to remain here, magically embalmed for 
once by the indifference of men. 

You enter the Palazzo del Comune beside the CoU^ata. 
It is full of silence, your voice echoes in the narrow corridors, 
but no one answers. You come into the beautifiil courtyard 
with its loggia and staircase : no one is there ; and it is only 
after climbing that stairway and passing through many cor- 
ridors that, quite by chance it seems, you find the ancient 
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guaidian of the place, who^ with a soit of incredulous eager* 
ness, leads you through those aknt chambers that seem never 
to have heud the voices of to-day. 

Your guide leads you first into the Sala Dante, still used, 
you gather, by the Council of S. Gimignano, but nothing 
modem, you feel sure, could ever be at home there under the 
majestic and beautiful fresco of Lippo Memmi, and that still 
older frieze representing a hunt, divided by ooat$K>f-arms, that 
surrounds the chamber on three sides. 

That fresco of Memmi's, the Madonna and Child en- 
throned, surrounded by angels and saints, S. Antony Abbot, 
S. Fina, S. Gimignano, S. Agatha, S. John Baptist, S. Peter, 
S. Francis, and S. Nicholas, was the gift of Nello Tolraiei, 
who kneels there before the Blessed Virgin. It was finished, 
as an inscription records, in 1317, but is no longer, as another 
inscription tells us, wholly Memmi's work, for in 1467 Benozzo 
Gozzoli restored it This loveliness, perhi^ the finest thing 
in S. Gimignano^ though it be full of beauties, Dantft never 
saw, for he was here, as we have seen, in the year 1300, 
seventeen years before Nello Tolomei, the Podestj^ set Lippo 
Memmi to work. Dante's eyes have, however, looked upon 
the frieze painted in 1292, ^ich, besides scenes of hunting 
and jousts, shows us Scolaio Ardinghelli settling a dii^mte 
between the Commune and the Church, which befell in 1290, 
when, on account of some taxes, the Bishop of Volterra 
I>laced the town under an interdict, and the people broke 
down the church door and forced a inriest to say Mass whether 
be would or no. Nicholas IV appointed Bbbop Scolaio 
Ardinghelli, it seems, to settle the quarrel, and be ordered this 
frieze from some Pisan painter, to celebrate the peace. 

From the Sala di Dante your guide leads you upstairs into 
a set of rooms now devoted to the Pinacoteca, where^among 
many ancient and some beautiful things are ^ Polyptych of - 
the Blessed Viigin with Saints, and a picture of S. Gimignano 
with scenes from his life by Taddeo di Bartoli ; a Madonna in 
Glory, painted in 15x2 by Pintoricchio; two small panels with 
four scenes from the life of S. Fina, the golden-haired Saii^ of 
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S. Gimignano, by Lorenzo di NiceoUs and two tondi^ tepit' 
senting the Annunciation, by Filippino Lippi. Here, too, 
are two Madonnas (tondi) by Mainardi, and ti Madonna 
between two kneeling saints, painted in 1477 by Pier 
Francesco Fiorentino. 

From the Palazzo del Comune to the Collegiata, which 
heard the harsh voice of Savonarola when Florence was 
happily still deaf to him, is but a st^ and you pass from one 
silence to another. This rather sombre but beautiful church 
is a building of the eleventh century that the fourteenth 
century has modified and restored, and to which the fifteenth 
century, by the hand of Giuliano da Maiano, has added a choir 
and two chapels. The naves are the oldest part of the church, 
the walls being completely covered with Sienese frescoes of 
the fourteenth century, as so many churches must have beo) 
up and down Italy, yet this remains almost alone to tell us 
of what we have lost On the left wall are the Old Testament 
scenes in three tiers, painted by Bartolo di Fredi in 1356; on 
the right are scenes from the New Testament, begun in 1380 
by Bama of Siena, and finished by his pupil, Giovanni da 
Asciano. They win us by their simplicity, their quite naive 
power of story-telling, and their charm of colour. Here was 
the Bible of the unlettered contadini and the townsmen of 
mediaeval S. Gimignano; and about the west window the whole 
of the religious life is summed up, as it were, in Taddeo di 
Bartoli's Last Judgment, painted in 1393. This Faith, so 
simply rendered into pictures on the walls of the pieve^ was, 
after all, the comer-stone of S. Gimignano in the days of S. Fina. 

Beneath the fresco of the Last Judgment Benozzo Gozzoli 
in 1466 painted the Martyrdom of S. Sebastian, with our Lord 
and the Madonna appearing to him in the heavens. That 
fresco in some sort commemorates the plague of 1348, for 
an altar was at that time erected here to SS. Sebastian and 
Fabian, but more particularly the later pestilence of 1464, 
when the theologian of S. Gimignano, Domenico Strambi, 
an Augustinian, caused Benozzo to paint this picture, with its 
decorations, about those two fourteenth-century statues of 
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wood, excellent Sienese work| of the Blessed Virgin and 
S. Gabriel Archangel. 

It is not here, however, but at the eastern end of the right 
aisle that we shall find the true shrine of S. Gimignano— the 
shrine of S. Fina. The chapel where the little saint lies is 
one of those added to the church by Giuliano da Maiano in 
the fifteenth century, one of the most charming works of the 
Renaissance. The shrine itself, the altar, and the reliefe, 
however, are the wcM'k of Giuliano's brother, Benedetto. They 
were finished in 1475. Above the altar, in a mandorla of 
cherubim attended by two angels, the Madonna sits en- 
throned with her little Son. Beneath, in the beautiful reredos, 
are reliefs of scenes in the life of S. Fina — ^her vision of 
S. Gregory, her death, and her appearance to an old woman. 
On either side of the tabernacle are two angels in niches, 
while two splendid winged angels kneel in prayer Upon the 
sarcophagus itself, splendidly carved, with naked Loves, we 
read:~ 

"Virginls ossa latent tumulo quem suspicis, hospes 
Haec decus, exemplani, praesidiumqae suis. 
Nomen Fina fiiit ; patria haec ; miracula quaeris ? 
Pttlege quae paries vivaqne signa dooent" 

Who was this S. Pina who was "the example, the guardian of 
her feUow-citizens," whose country was S. Gimignano^ and 
whose miracles are set forth " on die wall and in the lifelike 
statues"? 

Fina de' Ciardi was bom in 1238 of a poor yet noble family 
of S. Gimignano. Till she was ten years old she was the 
delight of her father's house, bright as a ray of spring sunshine 
in the dark rooms there, beautiful as a flower fallen from 
the gardens of Paradise, happy as a little singing-bird at 
morning. But in 1248 she fell ill, one of the most dreadful 
diseases of the Middle Age attacked her, and, thinking she 
was the innocent victim of God's anger on that tremendous 
century, she chose to lie on a plank of hard oak, refused a 
bed, and for five years offered herself to God in expiation of 



8. GDaONANO 35 

sins she could not name. Fearfully tormented by the devil, 
who appeared to her in his old form of a serpent, eight 
days before her death she was comforted by a vision of 
S. Gregory, who promised that on his feast day, 12 March, 
'253, she should join him in Paradise. And it happened as 
he said But when they would have buried her they found 
her body so terribly mangled by disease that already the 
worms devoured it; and when they would have lifted her 
from her plank they found that her flesh adhered to it, and 
that indeed her body had died before her soul had taken its 
departure. Scarcely had she gone, when the devils, fearing 
doubtless her advocacy in heaven, " filled the air with whirl- 
winds; but against them, moved by angel hands, the bells of 
S. Gimignano rang out in sweet confidence, so that the whirl- 
winds were calmed and the storm stilled. And when the 
people came to the house of S. Fina they found it full of the 
most sweet fragrance as of Paradise itself, and lo, the room 
where the holy body lay was filled with flowers"; and marvel- 
ling at this, they presently went their way. 

They went their way, but they did not forget, and two hun- 
dred years later they built this shrine by the hands of Giuliano 
and Benedetto da Maiano, and in 1477 employed Domenico 
Ghirlandajo, the Florentine, and his pupil Mainardi to paint 
on either side the chapel a great pand of her life, with saints 
and prophets between. There on the right we see her await- 
ing death, when S. Gregory appeared to her promising her 
Paradise ; on the left we see her funeral, when, incapable of 
not doing good, she touched the hand of her old nurse, sick 
herself, and instantly she was whole. Without the angels ring 
the bells of S. Gimignano. S. Fina's body was brought to 
this chapel in October, 1488, when it was consecrated : that 
was after Ghirlandajo had finished his work, and the place 
was sweet and beautiful for her. 

From the chapel of S. Flna we enter the choir, where hangs 
a splendid picture, by Pietro Pollaiuolo, of the Coronation of 
the Blessed Virgin, signed and dated 1483, one of the most 
splendid works of this rare master. Beside it hangs a charm- 
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ing but over-sweet picture of the Madonna and Child with 
angels and saints, by Benozzo Gozzoli, painted in 1466. And 
not' far away is one of the better works of Tamagni — a 
Madonna and Child. 

In the sacristy close by is a fine bust of Onofrio di Pietro, 
master of the works when Giuliano da Maiano built S. Fina's 
shrine. The ciborium of marble is from the hand of 
Benedetto. Here, too, is a Madonna and Child with saints, 
by Mainardi, the pupil of Ghirlandajo. 

The baptistery opens out of the left aisle. Here is a fine 
fresco of the Annimciation by Mainardi, and an ancient font 
of Sienese work, made indeed by Giovanni Cecchi in 1379, at 
the expense of the Arte della Lana, whose arms it bears. 

Leaving the old church at last with its fading frescoes and 
half-forsaken shrine, we pass on through the streets, scarcely 
less quiet and scarcely less ancient Tower after tower comes 
into view over the roofs, and hides itself again ; palace after 
palace, that is called indifferently of the Salvucci, of the 
Ardinghelli. In the Piazza della Cisterna, for all its new 
name of Victor Emmanuel, the grass is growing ; the Torre 
Cinatti is crowned with wild flowers ; now and then, as down 
the Vicolo de' Becci, far-away views of the world, the sweet 
hill country of Tuscany, recall one for a moment from the 
strangely silent streets. 

But wherever one wanders in S. Gimignano one always 
returns to the Piazza. One leaves it at last by the Via di 
S. Matteo intent on seeing the church of S. Agostino. Just 
before the gate one turns into a narrow street on the right that 
presently brings one to the church. Built in the end of the 
thirteenth century, S. Agostino is yet full of works of the 
fifteenth. At the west end is the little chapel of S. Bartolo, 
a saint who gave his life for others, and they lepers, at Cellole 
in the year 1300. His marble shrine, the lovely work of 
Benedetto da Maiano, is of the end of the fifteen^ century. 
Above are the three theological virtues, they tell you — three 
panels representing the good works of the saint, and an 
exquisite relief of the Madonna and Child. All is enclosed 
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in a marUe arch carved with arabesques. The three saints on 
the wall and the doctors on the cdling are works of Mainardi. 

Close by on the south wall of the nave is a lovely fresco 
of the Madonna and Child with saints, one of the best 
works of Pier Francesco Fiorentino. Above is a Piet^ by 
Tamagni. We find Tamagni^ work again over the next altar, 
where is a fresco of the Madonna and Child with angels, 
and SS. Nicholas, Roch, Paul the Hermit, and Anthony 
Abbot ; and again, over the first altar on the north wall of the 
nave, where there is a cross beneath which kneels S. Chiara 
of Montefolco. Qose by is a very fine fresco by Benozzo 
Gozzoli of S. Gimignano protecting the town against the 
plague. It is to see Benozzo Gozzoli's work in the choir that 
we are come to S. Agostino, but as we pass to it we may 
notice the fresco by Mainardi, at the end of this north wall, 
of S. (Mmignano blessing the mi^istrates of the town. Under 
that fresco lies Domenioo Strambi, the Augustinian to whom 
S. Gimignano owes so many of her treasures, for he was the 
patron of the Maiani and Pollaiuolo and Ghirlandajo, and it 
is to him we owe these frescoes of Benozzo also. 

Begun in 1463 and finished in 1465, these paintings which 
fill the choir with their radiance are the worthy companions of 
those Benozzo painted at Montefalco which tell so sweetly 
the life of S. Francis. Here in S. Agostino it is the life of 
S. Augustine we see. On the Idt we find him leaving home 
for school) where later we see him punished. Then at the age 
of nineteen he enters the University of Carthage, where, as he 
himself has told us, he went too much in the way of the world 
till he found himself praying that so human prayer, " O God, 
make me chaste — but not yet." But from afar his mother 
remembered him, and was daily besieging Heaven on his 
behalf, so that at last he sets out across the sea for Italy, taught 
philosophy in Rome, and at length came to Milan, where 
S. Ambrose receives him. Him he hears, while S. Monica 
also recounts all her fears to the great archbishop. To Augus- 
tine, reading in a ftdr garden, comes S. Ambrose, and hearing 
him, Augustine is baptized ; and there we find the first words 
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of the Te Deum Laudamus, that marvellous hymn of praise 
that S. Ambrose and he are said then to have composed in 
antiphon. Later he teaches, and in a vision sees a child 
pouring the sea into a hole. There follows S. Monica's death. 
Above in the lunettes we find his ordination, his refutation 
of the heretics and vision of S. Jerome, his death and entry 
into Paradise. 

Above in the vault are the four Evangelists, on the choir 
arch figures of saints — S. Gimignano, S. Bartolo, S. Nicholas, 
and S. Nicholas of Tolentino^ S. Catherine of Siena, S. Fina, 
S. Sebastian, and Tobit; and beneath these again are S. 
Bartolo washing the lepers' feet, an apparition of S. Nicholas 
of Tolentino, the martyrdom of S. Sebastian, and Tobit and 
the archangel. 

These beautiful works, &ding so surely on the walls of that 
old church, might well stand as symbols of S. Gimignano itself 
— it too is passing away, it too is a tale that is told. What, 
after all, have you to do with S. Augustine or S. Gimignano ? 
This morning you left Florence maybe in a motor-car, this 
evening with many a friendly bellow you will sweep into Siena, 
and S. Gimignano will be to you just so much as a printed 
leaf in one of her own missals, just so much — a vision without 
reality. This must be the agony of the tourist, that he cannot 
realize anything that he sees. Bvit fortunately some of us 
— and though we be few none the worse for that — having 
once seen S. Gimignano, will never forget her again. It is not 
what she possesses — her pictures and frescoes, and churches 
and towers — that calls us, though we love that well enough : it 
is herself we need. She is poor, and her ways are quiet : how 
hospitable is her inn! She has the inevitable humility of 
those who have given up the struggle for pre-eminence, the 
inevitable grace of all those who have learned how to wait in 
meditation. Indeed, I have not told one-half of her sweet- 
ness, nor numbered the half of her treasures, nor told of her 
country byways, nor altogether understood why I love her 
so. Yet this I know : she has nothing to do with machinery 
or the getting of wealth. Come and see. 



IV 
VOLTERRA 

THE road for Volterra— for it was thither I was bound 
one fine October morning at dawn — descends from 
S. Gimignano into the yalley, and climbing again through that 
quiet and ddicate country that marks all the Val d' Elsa, joins 
the high road from Colle at Castel S. Gimignano — a yiUage 
that is scarcely more than a ruined fortress. Thence the 
way lies over vast and barren waterdieds, across an ufdifted 
wilderness of sterile clay hills, past blue-grey chasms of 
volcanic tufd^ till at evening " lordly Volaterrae " rears itself 
up suddenly against the sky, haggard with loneliness and age 
like the dreadful spirit of this strange country so full of a 
sinister desolation. No traveller can, I think, approadi this 
outraged stronghold of old time with(»it a certain hesitation, 
a certain apprehension and anxiety. The way is difficult, 
precipitous, and threatening, full of dangers that cannot be 
named or realized ; and long ere you climb the last great hill 
into the city an eerie dread has seized your heart. As far as 
the eye can reach that barren and tortured world rolls away in 
IhUow after billow of grey earth scantily covered with a thin 
dead herbage that seems to have been burned with fire. On 
either side the way vast cliffs rise over immense crevasses 
seamed and tortured into the shapes of n^ped and ruined 
cities: yonder a dreadful tower set with broken turrets 
totters on the edge of sheer nothing; here a tremendous 
gate leads into darkness, there a breached wall yawns over 
an abyss. If there be such a thing as traveller's fear, it is 
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here you will meet it, it is here it will make your heart a 
prize. As for me, I was horribly afraid, nor would any prayer 
I knew bring my soul back into my keeping. 

And if the way is so full of fear, what of that lofty city 
that stands at the high summit of this narrow road winding 
between the precipices ? It too is a city of dread — a city of 
bitterness, outraged and very old. Seven hundred years 
before the fall of Troy it had already suffered siege. Sur- 
rounded in those days by walls 40 feet high, 12 feet thick, 
and 8,000 yards in circumference, that have worn out three 
civilizations, and still in part remain, Volterra was one of the 
greater cities of the Etruscan League. Like vast fortresses 
her gates were held impregnable. Enemy after enemy, army 
after army broke against those tremendous bastions; she 
scattered them, and they were lost in the desolation in which 
she is still entrenched From the lower valley of the Amo 
to the forgotten citadel of "seargirt Populonia," which the 
Maremma has destroyed, she reigned supreme. She 
threatened Tarquinius Priscus, king of Rome ; to her Sdpio 
Afncanus turned in his need when he would have brcAen 
Carthage in 205 B.a, and she lent him sea-power, for she held 
the ports of the north, Luna and Pisa, as well as Populonia at 
the doors of Latium. Her sovereignty stretches over more 
than two thousand years, nor is there any record of her 
subjugation till Sulla, after a siege of two years, held her at 
the mercy of the City. Who knows what were her thoughts 
when that Rome whose birth she had seen, whose power she 
had known how to resist for so many ages,. fell at last into the 
darkness ? That her lordship grew in the time of the Lom- 
bards, that in Ae 450 years of the refounded Empire she 
still lived, though as its fief, her records prove. Then at the 
end of the Middle Age, as old as her own bitter hills, she rose 
again on the verge of the new-made desert, desolate but free. 
It was her last brief resurrection. Little by little life forsook 
her, never to return. Nature had tired her out. Above the 
silent Maremma, full of miasma and death, that had already 
swallowed up Populonia and oumy another city populous and 
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strong, Volterra withered away. It was into a dead dtj that 
the Florentines marched when in 1361 they claimed to have 
subdued her. 

The traveller who, f(Hsaking the valley or the sea-coast in 
order to see Volterra, has had patience or perseverance great 
enough to cross the solitude that surrounds her, might, in fact, 
have spared himself his journey : he will not see Volterra ; 
what he will see is a vast and gaunt ruin, the mighty dibm 
of what was once a city. 

Approaching her, as he must do, through an appalling deso- 
lation, he is in some sort prepared for those incredible ruins 
that await him: a vast wall thousands of years old that 
nothing but time or earthquake could have destroyed, a 
tunnelled gate like a primeval fortress, like the port of Thebes 
— massive stone set on massive stone without mortar or 
cement — 

'* Piled by the hands of giants 
For god-like kings of old." 

Enaunped within these ruins he will find the debris of more 
than one later civilization — Roman, Mediseval, and Renais- 
sance—cheek by jowl with the fugitive and impermanent work 
of to-day. Still enclosed and guarded by the wall of the 
Etruscans, and entered by their gate, the shrunken mediaeval 
dty of Volterra waits for him amid the ruins of four different 
ages, like some wild herb hidden in a crevice of the temples 
of Kamak. 

little by little as one wanders through those silent streets, 
those quiet piazzas where to-day and yesterday have met here 
in the oldest graveyard of all in an unlooked-for reconciliation, 
this at least seems certain, this at last is realized, that all things 
pass away and nothing remaineth. Nothing you might think 
could have overthrown so tremendoua a citadel, yet man has 
consumed it, and Rome has passed by here and left so little 
ttiat Ae £Euthest of her provinces more easily remembers her. 
Not is it only antiquity that is here in min. Be sure time 
has not done with her, and you may see the mediaeval abbey 
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as desolate as the Etruscan wall. For Volterra is set on the 
edge of the mountains ; she clings, and dizzily, to her rock over 
the abyss ; little by little she is slipping, falling, droj^ing stone 
by stone, church by church, flower by flower, into nothing- 
ness, into that vast desolation that surrounds her. You may 
see it through every arch, it haunts every byway of the town, 
it greets you from Porta Menseri, from Porta S. Francesco, 
from Porta S. Felice, and though Porta di Docdola is hung 
with earth's loveliest garland, and the girls sing there at the 
fountain, it too brings you to the brink, it too stares into open 
nothingness. Death — ^yes, if you would look upon it and 
know how it lurks behind everything &ir, noble, or venerable, 
you have but to walk out of Porta Pisana for a short mile, and 
there, beyond a more ancient gate, you look into the horrible 
depths of the very pit where is hidden all that was once so 
strong. There, down there, Volterra, what is left of Volterra, 
will lie soon, for she is very old, and her earth is weary of the 
burden of her ruins. 

You might think that a visit to such a tragic place in search 
of beauty, in search of works of art, would certainly resolve 
itself into a quiet pottering among the stones ; and that what- 
ever you might bring to light would be, could, in fieurt, be, 
nothing but the merest fragments. I don't know. What is 
all our "sightseeing" then, our artistic enthusiasm, here in 
Italy at any rate, but a patient search among the ruins for the 
beauties of an alien age ? Indeed, in most places even the 
search is spared us, and we by so much the poorer. At least 
here in Volterra we may go quietly and alone from ruin to 
ruin, from church to church, from piazza to piazza, without too 
vulgar or noisy a curiosity. There is much to see — and let us 
be thankful for it — that can never be labelled or imprisoned 
in a museum ; there is much even that cannot be uttered, that 
the heart must divine. 

One at least of the dread problems of ancient Volterra is 
brought very clearly before us by that great Piscina within 
the Porta all' Arco, itself perhaps the most wonderful thing 
in the city, between it and the Fortezza, which it is so difficult 
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to get pennissioD to see. It is a great well, or resenroir, with- 
out which no dty, howsoever strong her walls, could avoid 
surrender. It was the £eulure to obtain plentiful water that 
always troubled Siena, and Volterra had provided herself 
with it in a situation even more difficult centuries before 
Siena was anything but a n^ligible stronghold of the hills. 
Whether that great cistern is the wcM'k of the Etruscans, 
repaired and perhaps enlarged by the Romans, or whether it 
is a contrivance of Rome, is difficult to decide. The tremen- 
dous work of the Etruscans, however, is not far off, and before 
attempting to explore the dty itself every traveller should pass 
out of the Porta all' Arco, and if he cannot make a complete 
circuit of the ancient walls, which were some five miles in 
circumference, he should at least pass westward to Porta S. 
Felice, still outside the mediaeval dty but within the Etruscan, 
continue his way to S. Chiara, and so to that horrible pred- 
pice, Le Baize, by S. Giusto, which is so surely swallowing 
Volterra itself. There can be little anywhere in the world to 
compare for antiquity with the spectade offered by that brief 
walk. Thousands of years have gone to the making of it, and 
these works, so tremendous in thdr material features, are not 
less impressive in their spiritual significance, for they were 
probably standing when Troy fell, they were old when 
Romulus ploughed on the Palatine, they have heard the 
words of the augur and watched him divine the future in 
the face of the rising sun or the ffight of a bird, they have 
heard Pan piping in the woods and seen him desolate upon 
the mountains, they have heard the wild chant of the 
Bacchante when the grapes were purple in the waning 
summer, and watched the priest make Christ out of bread and 
wine in the early morning when our voices were hushed for 
fear and the worshi(q)ers were few. They are part of the 
bulwarks of Europe ; we built them when we were young and 
believed in the future, therefore we piled one stone upon 
another that it should never be removed, and our faith was 
justified in our work ; it is the earth that has grown weary of 
the weight we set upon it and, subsiding into that abyss, Le 
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Bake has brought down what nothing save earthquake has 
been strong enough to destroy. 

What those who built these walls believed, what they 
thought concerning life and death and the world in which 
they dwelt, we may discover, though but dimly, in the splendid 
museum of the Palazzo Tagassi, the Museo Guamacd. There 
in some fourteen rooms is arranged a collection of some six 
hundred cinerary urns dating from the second or third cen- 
tury ac, the latest period of Etruscan art The execution 
of the reliefs carved upon them is feeble and even rudi- 
mentary, but the subjects are clear enough. Then, too, we 
were sorry to say farewell, and set forth on that long last 
journey with as good a heart as might be ; we sacrificed to the 
gods, followed our brothers to the grave, and were glad at 
evening. That the men who carved these caskets for the 
ashes of their fellows ware Europeans their work testifies, but 
indeed we know little more about them ; we cannot read their 
language nor decipher their inscriptions. Only such funereal 
signs as these we have and may understand, for they speak 
that universal tongue which proclaims still our brotherhood. 

There is but little in Volterra to-day that bears witness to 
the Roman occupation that befell after Sulla's two years' siege : 
the Piscina perhaps, the inner fa9ade of the Porta air Arco, 
scarcely anything beside. But what Volterra owes to Rome, 
what we all owe to the most stable rule Europe has ever 
known, is the establishment of the Catholic religion, and 
Volterra is not poor in Christian monuments. There is 
nothing here, of course, that can be claimed as due to the 
Empire, and in the tenth century Volterra, like the rest of 
Christendom, had fallen into decay ; she owes her resurrection 
as a small encampment, as it were, within her vast old walls to 
the Holy Empire, to the Ottos. To this period nothing now 
remaining within the dty strictly belongs, unless, indeed, it be 
certain arches or parts of arches, towers and gates, but the 
ruined Badia beyond S. Giusto, the ruined church of Santo 
Stefano outside the Porta S. Francesco, and the abbey of S. 
Salvatore, are Romanesque buildings of the eleventh century. 
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Within the city the oldest building is the Duomo, which 
was consecrated in 11 20 by Pope Calixtus II, and which was 
restored and enlarged by some builder of the Pisan school, 
certain authorities say by Niccolb himself, in 1254. Though 
it was spoiled in the sixteenth century by the restorations and 
works of Ricdarelli, a nephew oi Daniele da Volterra, the 
Duomo is still interesting, its fingade being wholly of diirteenth- 
century work^ save the doorway of black and white marble, 
which seems to be later. Within, the church is a spacious 
Latin cross, and it holds several works of art which are worth 
more than a passing glance. 

The most ancient of these is the beuitiful pulpit, a splendid 
work of the Pisan school, consisting of a four-sided rostrum, 
supported by foiu: granite pillars standing on the backs of 
crouching lions. Each side of the rostrum is filled with a 
fine relief of the early thirteenth century, that in front showing 
us the Last Sui^)er, with Judas crouched at the feet of Christ, 
who gives him the sop, while behind him lurks that old 
dragon, the ancient enemy of God and man ; at the sides are 
the Salutation and the Annunciation, and at the back the 
Sacrifice of Isaac. To the right and left of the western doors 
we find some further reliefs, fourteenth-century works of much 
charm, representing the Life of SS. Regolo and Ottaviano. 
These tender and lovely things deserve more attention than 
they are ever likely to get But the Duomo is rich in sculp- 
ture. On either side the high altar, on two exquisite twisted 
columns, two angels by Mino da Fiesole kneel. It is to 
Rafiaele Cioli, a sixteenth-century master, we owe the beau- 
tiful sarcophagus with attendant angels where S. Ottaviano 
sleeps. 

And then, if the Duomo is rich in marbles, it has some 
astonishing works, too, both in terra-cotta and in wood. 
Perhaps the finest of these is the bust of Pope S. Linus, the 
immediate successor of S. Peter, made by Andrea della 
Robbia, but the S. Sebastian, a work of his school, is not to 
be passed over, and the Presepio group, with a fresco by 
Gozzoli for background, and the Adoration of the Magi, are 
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two of the finest works of their kind in Tuscany. In wood — 
and wooden statues and groups are always rare and always 
valuable and expressive — ^we find here in the Duomo a fine 
Deposition. But all the woodwork — the choir stalls, the splen- 
did work in the sacristy especially — ^and the fine metal reliquaries 
of the fifteenth and sixteenth century, a crucifix of silver, and 
such, should be carefully examined. They are part of the 
unspoiled charm of Volterra — a charm rarely to be met with in 
the more accessible dties of Tuscany, where everything lovely 
or curious has been stolen from the church and exhibited in 
the museums. 

Of pictures the Duomo of Volterra can make no boast. 
Those she has are charming but cf little real importance or 
beauty. The polyptych, painted in 141 1 by Taddeo di 
Bartolo, which used to adorn the Oratorio di S. Carlo, is now 
in the Museum, as is the Annunciation which Luca Signorelli 
painted in 149 1, and the Nativity of Benvenuto di Giovanni ; 
there remains a small triptych with an Annunciation, the 
Madonna and Child, and the Crucifixion within, and without 
S. Peter and S. Paul, and a picture of the Annunciation by 
Albertinelli. 

The baptistery, an octagonal building of the thirteenth 
century, stands opposite the cathedral. The beautiful arch 
over the high altar is the sixteenth-century work of Balsimelli 
da Settignano, while the font, octagonal too, like the building 
in which it stands, is the work of Andrea Sansovino. The 
splendid tabernacle of marble, about which angels kneel in 
adoration, is the beautiful work of Mino da Fiesole. 

These two buildings, fine and rich as they are, by no means 
stand alone in Volterra. Every church, and there are many, 
is full of interest There is S. Lino, for instance, built in the 
fifteenth century, which contains the fine tomb of the scholar 
Raffaele Maffei, with a recumbent statue by Silvio da Fiesole. 
There is S. Francesco, a thirteenth-century church rebuilt in 
1623, which possesses a fine relief of the Assumption by a 
pupil of Andrea della Robbia, and out of which one passes 
into a little chapel of the Holy Cross, built in 131 5, in almost 
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perfect preservation and covered with frescoes, for the most 
part by Cenni di Francesco. There on the walls one sees the 
Massacre of the Innocents, the Invention of the Cross, and, 
indeed, all that wonderful story delightfully told as in S. Croce 
<^ Florence, but as it were in miniature. The whole chapel 
is stiU a fine example of what such a place as this was in 
the fifteenth century. 

Again, in S. Pietro we find two of those wonderful wooden 
statues, an Annunciation, like those at Castd-Fiorentino 
and S. Gimignano ; and in S. Michde, over whose door is a 
Madonna and Child of the thirteenth century, is a fine 
Madonna and Child in a splendid niche, perhaps by Giovaimi 
della Robbia. 

It is pleasant on an afternoon, too, to stroll out of Porta 
a Seld, and in some half-mile to come to the convent of 
S. Girolamo, for it is fiill of beautiful things, and is itself, with 
its shady loggia, one of the most charming buildings about 
this harsh old city. There we find a great terra-cotta relief by 
Giovarmi della Robbia of the Last Judgment, beneath which 
are three predelk — the Annunciation, the Nativity, and the 
Adoration of the Magi. There, too, are several of those 
delightful country pictures that so often delight us in Tuscany 
— Madoima aiKl her little Son with S. Francis arul five other 
saints, perhs^ by Zanobi Machiavelli, and, better still, a 
wonderfiil golden Annunciation by Benvenuto di Giovaimi, 
where Madonna sits, very tall, upright, and full of grace, 
girdled with Cherubim, while S. Gabriel Archangel, crowned 
with olive — and that was for the peace about to be pro- 
claimed twixt earth and heaven — ^fadlen on one knee, repeats 
his message, S. Raphael standing on one side thrusting at the 
dragon, S. Catherine on the other with her palm of martyrdom, 
and in the sky God the Father, in the midst of Cherubim and 
golden angels, sees that all is well and blesses our world. 
Beneath, the donor kneels pra3ang to Madoima. 

It is such a thing as that which makes all our trouble to 
reach Volterra, all our moumfulness within her walls, worth 
while. 
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But if, indeed, we are to consider pictures here, we must do 
so in the Pinacoteca, whither so many — ^too many — have been 
taken out of the churches. The gallery of Volterra is to be 
found in the Palazzo dei Priori, that splendid great palace 
with the two-storied tower close to the cathedral in the Piazza 
Maggiore* B^un in 1208, and completed in 1257, the 
Palazzo dei Priori is very like the Palazzo Vecchio of 
Florence, while its tower reminds one both of that at Florence 
and of the Mangta of Siena. 

In the Pinacoteca the Florentine school is represented 
chiefly by the work of Ghirlandajo and Carli. Ghirlandajo's 
picture, a large and curious altarpiece, the Redeemer in 
Glory, represents our Lord enthroned upon the CherulMm, an 
open book, inscribed with Alpha and Omega, in His left hand, 
while His right is raised in blessing. On either side an angel 
kneels in heaven in adoration. Beneath, as it seems in Val 
d' Amo, in a smiling landscape of river, hill, and valley, starnl 
SS. Benedict and Romuald, and beside them kneel SS. Attinia 
and Greciniana. In the right-hand comer of the picture 
we see the donor, a Camaldolese, in prayer. This magni- 
ficent work comes from the Badia, to which it was given by 
Lorenzo de' Medici. 

Raffaelle dei Carli is represented here by an altarpiece of 
the Madonna, Saints, and Angels — an early work Mr. 
Berenson tells us. We find his hand again in the Anticamera 
here in the Municipio, in a fresco of the Madonna and Child. 

Coming now to the Sienese pictures, we turn first to the 
Adoration of the Shepherds by Benvenuto di Giovanni, a 
delicious altarpiece, where above God leans from heaven amid 
a crowd of singing angels to bless our world, the Holy Dove 
descends through the darkness, and Christ Himself, a little 
child, lies at His mother's feet beside the careful ox in the 
rude stall Far away in the winter fields an angel tells 
the glad tidings of great joy to the shepherds who are come to 
worship Him. Beneath this simple loveliness are four predelU 
pieces of the Life of the Virgin — her Birth, her Presentation in 
the Temple, her Marriage, and her Assumption. This great 
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work was painted in 1466, and to the same year belongs the 
Annunciation of S. Girolamo. 

An earlier painter, Taddeo di Bartolo, is represoited here 
by a great triptych of Madonna and Child with Saints, and, 
charming as it is, it cannot move us in the way that pcaliaps 
the greatest Tuscan master, who was neither Florentine nor 
Sienese, never CeuIs to do. There are three works by Signorelli 
in the Munidpio, two of them in the Museo, and all were 
painted in 1491. The Madonna and Child with Saints comes 
from S. Francesco, the Annunciation from the Duomo, while 
the S. Girolamo, a fresco on the first landing of the staircase^ 
b still in its own place. 

But these strong or tender works, for all their rarity and 
beauty, have, in fiEu:t, little in common with Volterra. Day by 
day as you go to and fro in the narrow streets, in the con- 
tinual shadow of those frowning palaces and mediaeval towers, 
or at evening watch the sunset over the horror of the Baize, 
you realize that Volterra has little in common with the Tuscany 
you have loved — the Tuscany of Giotto, of Fra Lippo Lippi, 
of Botticelli, of Sano di Pietro, and Sassetta. Etruscan still, 
she towers over that bitter desolation of which she seems to 
be the final and complete expression, the last monument of a 
civilization titanic and incredible that forms the tremendous 
and hidden foundation of our own. Yes, in spite of that 
mediaeval town which is so impressive and insistent in that 
naked comer of the ancient city where you dwell, your final 
thought of her is as of something more elemental than that, 
less comi^cated and more absolute, ^he has grown out of 
that bitter landscape which surrounds her till she has become 
a part of it, till in herself she has summed it up. As your 
eyes pass slowly from the vast height at which you seem to 
stand over that tremendous desolation to the far-away sea 
and the dark and jagged outline of the mountains of Elba and 
Capraja, you are conscious only of emptiness, a negation of 
life, as in some vast landscape in the Inferno over which the 
sun never rises, or where, if it rises, it has no kingdom nor 
efiect Then at last your gaze falls on the ruined city, out 
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of whose wonderful debris that huge fortress rears like some 
heraldic beast, a terrific sign obscuring the sky. And it is as 
just that, for it is your last sight of her as it was your first, that 
you remember her ever after — a cruel sign in heaven, the 
bitter, the monstrous standard of Death reared over the abyss 
in loneliness and desolation. 



COLLE, POGGIBONSI, S. LUCCHESE, 
STAGGIA, MONTERIGGIONI, AND 
BADIA A ISOLA 

TO cross those barren watersheds that enclose Voberra, to 
descend fr(»n those desolate hei^^tSi to return to Val 
d' Elsa, to CoUe, is to achieve something more than a return 
to Tuscany, to all that we mean by Italy ; it is, as it were^ to 
escape from the shadow of death and to return to our world. 
As you cross the great hills, little by little the sun begins to 
shine again with its old splendour, Elsa is golden with light, 
the vineyards and the oUve gardens seem full of joy ; little by 
little you lift up your heart And at Colle, which I won at 
evening, I found the streets hi^ipy with sopgs. 

Set cm a £edr hill with a modem town at its foot, CoUe, the 
old hill dty, is one of the heroic casttlH of this valley which 
led indeed to Siena, but which was so largely in the power of 
the FlOTentines. That stone signed with blood, whi<±, as the 
good Villani tells us, was the foundation of CoUe, is at least 
significant of her history, since her position here in Val d' 
Elsa, at the head of the valley close to Poggibonsi, on the 
frontiers of Florence and Siena, always thrust upon her that 
difficult and dangerous chdce : would she follow die Sienese 
or the Florentines? 

The cities that lie behind us in the valley — Castel- 
Florentino, Certaldo, and S. Gimignano — ^when the time came 
for them to lose what independence they had been able to win 
from the nobles or the Bishop who had received them from 
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the Empire or the Church, had, in fact, but little choice: the 
power of Florence was already so great that they found them- 
selves already within her contado. It is different with CoUe, 
Poggibonsi, and Staggia. These three little towns, the first 
two more especially, grew up actually upon the frontier, the 
continually disputed frontier of the two great rival states of 
Tuscany. And until in the end of the thirteenth century 
Florence finally disposed of Ghibelline Siena, the territory thi^ 
lay between these little hill towns was a continual battle-field. 

As might be expected, Staggia and Poggibonsi, lying so 
near to Siena, sided with her, while on that account Colle 
leaned to the side of Florence. Not that any one of the three 
cared more for Florence than for Siena, but that since Poggi- 
bonsi, icft instance, had chosen, or had been compelled to 
choose, one side, Colle perforce chose the other, for in those 
days, the nearer the neighbour the greater the enemy. 

On a larger scale one sees this extraordinary individualism 
in action throughout Tuscany in the Middle Age. Pisa is 
Ghibelline, therefore Lucca is Guelf; Florence is Guelf, 
therefore Pistoja and Arezzo are Ghibelline. It was not 
that any one of them was eager for the cause of Emperor or 
Pope, but that all were passionate in defence of tlMsir own 
independence, and sought to use the great quarrel in their 
own behalf. Such was the birth of Nationalism] but no one 
understood it Even to Dante the condition of affiurs was 
incomprehensible. Confused in the inevitable confusion, be 
cursed the cities of his fatherland, and dreaming of the Empire, 
welcomed into Italy a Barbarian king. 

As it was with the greater cities, so it was with sudi casUltt 
as Colle, Poggibonsi, and Staggia : with this difference, how- 
ever, that whereas the greater cities were in fact independent, 
and only in theory at any time dependent upon the Empire or 
the Holy See, the smaller towns were continually and actually 
at the mercy of their greater neighbours, and were compelled 
to change their colour with the victory or defeat of these in a 
quarrel not their owil 

CoUe, which had always leaned to Florence because 
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Poggibonsi stood for Siena, had fallen to tbe Ghibellines 
after Montaperto in 126a It was in 1269 that she was 
forced to decide once and for all, so that in that year just 
for a moment her history becomes vivid, looking down from 
her hill-top on the battle that avenged Montaperto and finally 
decided the fortunes of Tuscany. 

The battle of Montaperto, fought and won by the Sienese 

and the German Ghibellines in 1260, had seemed doubtless 

ODce and for all to dispose of the Guelf cause and the power 

of Florence. In that fight, which dyed the Arbia red with 

blood, ''was routed and destroyed the ancient people of 

Floience," more than 2,500 were slain, and over 1,500 "of the 

best of the People of Florence " led into captivity. Siena 

seemed to have the h^emony of Tuscany in her hands. 

And no doubt, had she followed the advice of her leader, 

Provenzano Salvani, and razed Florence to the ground, she 

might have looked forward to a century of lordship. But 

Farinata d^li Uberti at Empoli was too strong for the 

lord of Siena. The man who in his fiery sepulchre seemed 

to Dante to hold Hell itself in scorn was not likely to be 

beaten by an impetuous Sienese. Alone in the assembly at 

Empoli, where the &te of FlcKence was debated, he forbade 

the decision that would have destroyed her. He had his 

way, and by that act secured the lordship of his city and 

the overthrow of Siena. In the year of the great victory 

Siena may well have thought she could afford to be 

generous; that again but proved her unfitness to rule. 

Politics know no generosity; to spare your enemy when 

your own life is at stake is weakness. So it |»x)ved with 

Sena. Six years after the battle, in 1266, the Ghibelline 

cause and the city of Siena received a staggering blow in the 

death of Manfred. In that same year a second Popolo rose 

in Florence, and the Conte Guido Novello^ untractably 

Ghibelline, with his friends was expelled the city, the Guelfs 

were restored, and their enemies sent into exile. Two years 

later Corradino was taken at Tagliacozzo, and King Charles, 

wiser than the Sienese in the same year, struck off his head 
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in Naples. Where was the Ghibelline cause now ? In bet, 
it was dead. It was but its ghost that startled Italy when 
Henry VII crossed the Alps — a ghost finally laid at 
Buonconvento in 1313. 

Now in the year 1267, when Manfred was dead, Charles of 
Naples and the Florentines had taken Poggibonsi from the 
Sienese, and with it Colle. It was in June, 1269, that 
Provenzano Salvani, governor of Siena, thought the time 
had come to reclaim them. In this, too, he showed the 
Sienese failing — a lack of judgment. 

"In the year of Christ 1269," writes Giovanni Villani,' 
*'inthe month of June, the Sienese, whereof M. Provenzano 
Salvani, of Siena, was governor, with Count Guido NovellO) 
the German and Spanish troops, and the Ghibelline refugees 
from Florence and other cities of Tuscany, and with the forces 
of the Pisans to the number of 1,400 horse and 8,000 foot, 
marched upon the stronghold of Colle di Val d' Elsa, which 
was under the lordship of the Florentines ; and this they did 
because the Florentines had come in May with an army to 
destroy Poggiboniza. And when they had encamped at the 
Abbey of Spugnole,* and the news was come to Florence on 
Friday evening, on Saturday morning M. Giambertaldo, vicar 
of King Charles for the League of Tuscany, departed from 
Florence with his troops which he then had with him in 
Florence: to wit, 400 French horse; and sounding the bell 
and being followed by the Guelfs of Florence on horse and 
on foot, he came with his cavalry to Colle on Sunday 
evening; and there were about 800 horsemen or less, with 
but few of the people, forasmuch as they could not reach 
Colle so speedily as the horsemen. It came to pass on the 
following Monday morning, the day of S. Barnabas, in June, 
the Sienese, hearing that the horsemen had come from 
Florence, broke up their camp near the said abbey and 
withdrew to a safe place. M. Giambertaldo, seeing the 

« G. VilUni, " Cronica," Ub. vU, cap. 31. 

* The Badia di Spugnole stood at the foot of the hill of Colle, on the 
left bank of the river. 
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camp in motion, without awaiting more men, passed the 
bridge with his horse, and marshalled his troops, with 
the cavakj of Florence and such of the people as had 
arrived, together with them of G>lle (who by reason of the 
sadden coming of the Florentines were not duly arrayed 
either with captains of the host or with the standard of 
the commonwealth) ; and M. Giambertaldo took the standard 
of the commonwealth of Florence and requested of the 
horsemen of Florence, amongst whom were representatives 
of all the Guelf houses, that one of them should take it ; 
but none advanced to take it, whether from cowardice ' or 
through jealousy one of the other; and after they had been 
a long time in suspense, M. Aldobrandini, of the house of 
Pazzi, boldly stepped forward and said, 'I take it to the 
honour of God and the victory of our commonwealth;' 
wherefore he was much commended for his boldness. And 
straightway he advanced, and all the horsemen followed 
him and struck boldly into the ranks of the Sienese; and 
albeit it was not held to be very nice and prudent leadership, 
yet, as it pleased God, these bold and courageous folk, with 
good success, broke up and defeated the Sienese and their 
allies, which numbered well-nigh twice as many horse and a 
great number of foot, whereof many were slain and taken ; 
and if on the Florentine side the foot had arrived and had 
been at the battle, scarce one of the Sienese would have 
escaped Count Guido Novello fled, and M. Provenzano 
Salvani, lord and commander of the host of the Sienese, 
was taken prisoner; and they cut off his head and carried 
it through all the camp aloft on a lance. And thus was 
indeed fulfilled the prophecy and revelation made to him 
by the Devil in an incantation, though he never understood 
it For having invoked him to learn how he would fare in 
that expedition, he made a lying answer and said, 'Thou 
wilt go up and fight; thou shalt conquer, not in battle shalt 
thou die, and thy head shall be highest in the field.* And 

* Probably they lemembered the &te of the standard at Montoperto, 
and the effect of its hU on the battle. 
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he thought he had the victory by these wcmls, and hoped 
to remain lord over all, for he did not put the comma in 
the right place, and detect the fraud thus, 'Thou shall 
conquer not, in battle shalt thou die.' . . . ** 

Such is Villani's account ; it agrees in the main with the 
Sienese version, but is sparing in detail. It seems that 
Provenzano Salvani was taken prisoner, and after the battle 
Cavolino Tolomei, a Sienese exile, his personal enemy, stole in 
disguise through the trenches in search of him, and when he had 
found him, suddenly stabbed him to the heart, and cutting off 
his head, placed it on his lance, and so rode through the camp. 

Cavolino Tolomei was not the only Sienese exile who 
rejoiced in the defeat of his countrymen. Sapia, a lady of 
Siena, watched the battle from a tower near the fidd, and 
prayed for the victory of Florence. Her confession is in the 
thirteenth Purgatory : — 

*< To fui Sanese, rispose, e con questi 
Altri limbndo qui la vita ria, 
LAgrimando a Colui che sk ne presti. 
Savia non fm, awegna che Sapia 
Fossi chiamata. . . . 
Eiano i dttadin miei presso a Colk 
In campo giunti co* loro awersaii ; 
Ed lo pr^;ava Dio di qael ch' e' voile. 
Rotti fiu quivi, e void negli amari 
Passi di fiiga ; e veggendo la caccta, 
Letizia presi a tutt' altre di^)ari ; 
Tanto ch' i' volsi 'n su 1' ardita facda, 
Gridando a Dio : omai piii non ti temo. ..." 

Thus was Montaperto avenged. In that vengeance the 
Ghibelline cause was killed, and the battle of CoUe ended 
the age-long wars between Florence and Siena. For not long 
after the Florentines restored the Sienese exiles and drove out 
the Ghibellines, and there was peace between the common- 
wealths, which, according to Villani, '* remained ever after 
friends and allies." 

Lingering in CoUe, to-day so full of a country quiet, one 
scarcely suspects it of so momentous an action as that fight 
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proved to be. Decay, death if you will, has Men upon it 
with an infinite grace, and you pass up its steep ways, through 
a street of still picturesque palaces, including one by Antonio 
da Sangallo the, Younger and the house of Amolfo di Cambio, 
in and out of many churches, with an ever-fresh delight in 
the smiling, gay aspect of the little city so wonderfully over- 
looking the quiet valley. Here and there you pass a monu- 
ment in those narrow ways, now and then a tabernacle made 
lovdy by the w(»k of some dead painter for the comfort of 
men dead and gone these many years, but still for our ddight 
In the Via Venti Settembre it is perhaps Pietro di Domenico 
who charms you with a firesco of the Adoration of the Magi, 
in the Via Gozzina and the Via S. Lucia it is Pier Francesco 
Fiorentino, first with a fresco of the Madonna and Child 
between two Bishops, and again with a firesco of the 
Annunciation. 

And the churches are serene and glad; each possesses 
something to give you joy. In the Duomo, for instance, you 
find a fine pulpit set on four ancient marble colunms; in 
S. Agostino, over the first altar on the right, a picture of the 
Madonna and Child, and a little farther on, over the third 
altar, a fine Pietk painted in 1521 by Ridolfo Ghirlandajo ; 
while in the Conservatorio di S. Pietro you come upon the 
work of Giovanni di Paolo in a (HCture of the Grcumdsion ; 
and in the Palazzo Antico del Comune you find two works by 
Pier Francesco Fiorentino— an altarpiece of the Madonna and 
Child and four Saints complete mihpredelia^ and a Madonna 
and Child, S. Bernardino, S. Antony Abbot, S. Mary Mag- 
dalen, and S. Catherine. 

But charming as Cdle is, and convenient for the wayfieurer, 
she will not hold you long from the road that leads to Poggi- 
bonsi and Siena. 

Poggibonsi, indeed, is but five miles away, and I found her 
one evening like a ghost on her hill over the whispering poplars. 
This apparition, however, proved to be the Castello, the town 
itself — to which I came presently — lying on a low hill close to 
the road and the railway in the valley. There I found a good 
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inn, the " Aquila," which I had not done at Colle, and for a 
night and a day I was content. 

History has little or nothing to do with the town of Poggi- 
bonsij where it touches her it is concerned only with the 
beautiful casteilo^ which, after the battle of Colle, the Floren> 
tines destroyed; for Poggibonsi still clung to the bankrupt 
cause of the Empire : she was the friend of Siena.' 

And to-day, save her own country beauty, she has really 
nothing to offer us. I wandered through her gay and noisy 
streets, passed in and out of her churches, and climbed in a 
long afternoon up to the castello ; I found nothing but a few 
country frescoes. 

So on the next morning soon after dawn I set out where 
the road led to Siena. It was still quite early \ the stillness of 
the hours about the sunrise had not yet been broken. The 
whole vaUey was asleep, till slowly the pure, cold dawn, wrapped 
in a grey mantle, stole down from the hills through the woods 
into the vineyards and the gardens of olives. I was marching 
along thus in the earliest morning, singing to myself, on the 
way to Siena, when suddenly the road forked, and I found 
myself standing before a great and old church beside a 
convent, around which a few poor houses were set. 

Now before the church stood a peasant of perhaps thirty 
years, and he gave me good-day. Presently, when we had 
spoken of the fine autumn the gods had given us mortals, and 
he had told me his name was Beppino and I had told him 
mine in English and in Italian, a little bell began to ring, and 
so we went into the church together, I a little in advance. 

And when we had heard Mass — ^a low Mass said swiftly in the 
twilight by a little Friar of S. Francis — he presently came 
towards us, for, save a child who served him and two old 
women, we were all his congregation. He greeted Beppino, 
who introduced me, and then I asked him the name of this 
place and the dedication of the church, what fieune it had and 
what relics, and why it was set there at a turning of the way 
not two miles out of Poggibonsi. 

' See note a, p. 320. 



SAN LUCCHESE 59 

The last question he could not resolve, but the rest were 
easy. First, he told me that the name of the convent and of 
the place was S. Lucchese, then that it was famous on account 
of that very saint, who, as I doubtless knew, was a great 
servant of God, and moreover a Franciscan of the Third 
Order; and, thirdly, that the relics they had were his, and 
that I should see them. 

We saw them, and when that was finished he proceeded to 
discover other treasures to us, to wit : a fine picture of the 
Noli Me Tangere over an altar on the right of the nave, and a 
Madonna and Saints by some disciple of the Robbia, made in 
1 5 14. Then, leading us both into the convent, he placed 
bread and wine before us, and began his tale. 

''You must know, Signore, and thou, Beppino, that this 
church and convent were built by the Franciscans of the 
Observance, to which Order I also— -a little poor devil — belong, 
and that it stands here on this hill on the site of an abbey of 
Benedictines called PoggiomarturL It was here in this very 
place that the Emperor Henry VII encamped when he retired 
from that unfortunate si^e of Florence, of which you have 
heard, Signore, and you have not, O Beppino ; and in memory 
of this the place was called Poggio Imperiale. Also you must 
know that Cosimo I, the Grand-Duke, later fortified it also. 
These are things doubtless to lend it some little fame, but its 
glory, Signore, has nothing to do with emperors or dukes, or 
even with Benedictines — its glory is due to our most Holy 
Founder, S. Francesco, and to that grtm servo di Dio^ S. 
Lucchese, who loved him. 

"This S. Lucchese, Signore, or more properly S. Lucesio, 
was bom, as our records tell us, in the cctstelh of S. Casdano, 
in the contado of Florence ; others have it otherwise, but it is 
no matter at all, for wherever he was bom it was here he lived 
and here he died on the 28th day of April, 1260. That was a 
wonderful year, as doubtless the Signore knows. Many won- 
derful things befell in it, but none, I can assure the Signore — 
none half so wonderful as those which accompanied the death 
of S. Lucchese. 
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"S. Lucchese was born, Signore, in the end of the twdfth 
century of very honoorable ancestors, and, as it happened, in 
the flower of his age he fell in with a maid of the best numners 
and disposition, whom he married; her name was Buona- 
donna, whence she was called Buona or Bona. By her he had 
several children, whom he brought up in the fear of God. 
But in process of time a certain Personage in the town where 
he dwelt was moved by a most fierce hatred against him, so 
that our S. Lucchese found it best to depart from his own 
place and to come to Poggibonsi, where, indeed, he had 
some property. 

''Signore and Beppbo, our S. Lucchese was, as you might 
expect, a very good Guelf, and, having lost much of his sub- 
stance in the cause, he decided here in Poggibonsi to open a 
little shop of mercan%ia mista^ but especially of provisions and 
food, which he was able to buy cheaply and to resell to great 
advantage, O Beppino, wherefore he made much money and 
grew rich. 

" Now, with all respect for the Signore, who is doubtless as 
charitable as he b rich and powerful, riches are a great snare 
even to the most well disposed, and often a curse in disguise. 
For what is the comfort of the body in comparison with the 
safety and peace of the soul ? Out of all comparison nothing : 
is it notso, Signore? Well, riches, as ever, proved a snarealso 
to S. Lucchese. He coveted more and more, cut down his 
charities, and hoarded everything he could scrape up, like any 
peasant, O Beppino, or like any Jew. Then, Signore and 
Beppino, came repentance. He w^ bitterly for his sin, and 
to remedy the evil he had done he determined to dispense all 
he had in charity, not waiting for his death, but immediately 
at that moment, O Signore and Beppino, reserving only a 
very small portion with which to buy a little orticeilo^ a little 
garden plot for his sustenance and that of his wife, with whose 
consent he finally proposed to retire fix)m the world. Just 
then, as God willed, S. Francesco himself, who dazzled the 
angels, came by, and S. Lucchese, moved by God, sought him 
out and desired from him the habit of a Tertiary of our Order, 
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and, indeed, Signore, be was the first that ever recdved it, for 
an this befell in 1221. No long time after hb wife Bona 
followed bis example, and determined to live a solitary life, so 
separatmg herself from her husband, not without tears, she 
entered the Third Order also. 

"But S. Lucchese, O Signore, was not content to give all 
that he had to the poor ; naked as he was of this world's 
goods, Bepinno^ he tramped all througb the country-side 
b^ging alms from the frdthful that be might spend them 
on the poverty and especially on the sick, many of whom he 
woold succour or take to the hospitals, carrying them thither 
when they were hdpless on a little ass he had, bidding them 
bear all their miseries for the love of God. Also, each year in 
summer-time he would carry himself to the Maremma, where, 
as the Signore doubtless knows, owing to the malignity of the 
air at that season, many are sick and many die. To these be 
brought such succour as he had, and presently returned to his 
hermitage. 

" Now, having given away everydiing for the love of God, 
he was in grievous want, and when his wife found him thus 
she feared for him and besought him with tears to spare 
himself, for indeed they loved one another very well Going 
secretly to the cupboard, she found it bare, even of bread, and 
turned to upbraid him ; but as it chanced just then, Signore 
and Bq)pino, there was a knock at the door, and when S. 
LiHxhese opened it, behold a poor and old man seeking food. 
Then S. Luodiese bade his wife bring some food, but she, 
knowing the cupboard to be bare, laughed at him half in 
tears. Nevertheless, to please him when he bade her go 
again, she went, and, opening the cupboard, found it full 
of bread. And, marvelling greatly, she brought it to him ; 
and ever after was as eager as he in her gifts, and rested not 
from charity. 

" Twice at least each week the Blessed Lucchese with the 
greatest devotion received the most holy Sacraments of Penance 
and of the Eucharist, and because many times after receiving 
the Bread of the angds he went into ecstasies he hid himself; 
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nevertheless he was privily observed while kneeling in prayer 
to be lifted from the ground two or three bracda by unseen 
hands, and so to taste the delights of Paradise. 

'' So the &me of his sanctity was noised abroad that one 
day a certain priest, one Rainucdo, came to visit him, and, 
entering into his garden, saw that he had sown there certain 
onions, Beppino, and wishing to transplant some of them to 
his own garden the priest asked leave of the Blessed Lucchese, 
who readily gave it, so that he took all but a few, Bei^ino, 
and these few Rainuccio begged him to bless. After some 
persuasion with a certain reluctance S. Lucchese made over 
them the sign of the Cross, to please the priest ; who, return- 
ing on the day following, found to hb amazement that the 
onions had been replenished, O Signore and Beppino^ so that 
they were as many as before, but that they now grew in the 
form of the holy sign of our salvation. And this miracle 
being published in these parts — to the great dis^deasure of the 
saint, who begged the priest to say nothmg of it— caused the 
folk hereabout to venerate him more than ever. 

'' Well, Signore, about this time the blessed wife of this 
most blessed servant of God and brother of our Order fell 
sick, for she was growing old and had long been ailing. 
Therefore S. Lucchese proposed to visit her and to be present 
with her when she received the Blessed Sacraments. And so 
it happened that as she received our Blessed Lord even in 
that hour he prophesied in this wise : ' My most dear com- 
panion,' says he to her, *we have already abandoned the 
riches of this world together in order to serve our Lord in 
Heaven, and He will presently grant us the grace to depart 
still together to rejoice in Paradise. In this expectation I 
also have taken these same Sacraments that I have watched 
you receive.' So saying he made the sign of the Cross over 
her, and, kneeling beside her, took her in his arms and 
tenderly kissed her; and thus they remained a long time, 
Signore, till many having entered in and watched them for 
some time, the parish priest spoke to them, and, getting no 
answer, touched the Blessed Lucdiese on the shoulder : and 
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behold ! he was dead, and his wife with him, even as he had 
said. All this befell, Signore and Beppino, on the 28th day 
of April, 1260, and on that day we keep the feast here in this 
church, which was built in their honour." 

'* Well," said I, after a properly long minute, " I thank you 
for your story." 

'* But as to the onions . . ." said Beppino. 

No one spoke. Only the Frate roUed a grave eye over 
Beppino, that summed him up from head to foot. 

'' I was thinking of the onions," said Beppino again a little 
hurriedly. '* It seems to me, Messer Frate, that this holy 
man, of whom you have had the politeness to tell us, may weU 
have sown them too profusely, as one is apt to do iif one 
is thinking of other things, as in my case girls, as in his saints 
in Paradise. It comes to the same thing, does it not, Signore ? 
I mean it has the same effect Thus, since he had sown 
these onions too thick, when the prtte took away the greater 
part of them — and we know how natural that was — this 
Blessed San Lucchese transplanted the rest, as one who 
loves onions and knows them will never omit to do, and he 
planted them in the shape of the Hdy Cross to |dease his 
fiEuicy. Now it runs in my head that when the priest returned 
with a guilty conscience, Signore — for had he not taken as 
many as he could carry ? — he jumped to the conclusion, when 
he saw the ground all planted out, in that holy shape, too^ that 
the Blessed Angd guardian of S. Lucchese had got even 
'with the devil for once. Therefore he raised that hue and 
cry, deceived by his own evil heart. And it is easy to under- 
stand the disti'ess of S. Lucchese when that old rooster, 
thinking he had happened on a wonder, went crowing 
through the paese — for he was a very honest man, and he 
could not expose religion when once it had committed itself 
to that tale. So, SigiK>re, he shouldered the miracle." 

" But," said I» hastily, seeing that the Frate had long had 
the fidgets, '' but what then of the bread that was there and 
not there ? and then, again, what of the ecstasies, the lifting 
from the ground, the prophecies ? " 
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" The Signore says well," said the little Prate in a terrible 
voice, low and a little shaky ; " what of the bread, Beppino, 
that was not there, what of the ecstasies and the lifting, 
Beppino?" 

Beppino was in no way disturbed: he looked across the 
▼alley to the Cur hills. Then he spoke. " In the matter of 
bread," said he, ** I am no expert; ecstasies, Messere, I 
confess I know nothmg ci^ nor of sodi lifting or prophe- 
cies as yon describe. These may all be as they may be; 
iut onions I kdowl . . ." 



Beppino kft me at the gates of Staggia, some fire 
op the valley, where he had business. Here I was truly across 
the Sienese frontier, of which this old and broken fortress had 
been one of the guards. A walled village about a fveca^ 
Staggia b a ruin ; what remains of life is to be found in the 
plain at the foot of the hill on which the old roeea stands, 
beside which passes the Roman road and the torrent that 
takes its name from the fortress. 

Staggia is an ancient lordship and stronghold of those 
nobles, descended, as some say, from the Contessa Matilda, 
who took the surname de* FranzesL They ruled in Staggia 
from 994 certainly till 1227, when the peo^de of the place 
united themselves by a public act dated 10 August to the 
Commune of Poggibonsi, and from that time Staggia and her 
district remained a part of that Commune. Before that, how- 
ever, in 1156, and again in 1174, Staggia had been in the 
thick of the quarrels between Florence and Siena, and had 
been able to give a good account of herself But tonlay 
she is of litde account, her picturesque ruins tdl no tale^ 
nor has she much to oSkx us in the way of entertainment. 
Only in her Pieve di S. Maria you may see a fine picture, a 
panel painted in oil, from the hand of Antonio PoUaiuolo^' of 
the Communion of S. Mary of Egypt. This fine wcnrk was 
rescued from the neglect into which it had fidlen by an 

< Cf. Crowe and Cavalcaselle (ed. Edward Hutton), "A New History 
of PundDg in Italy " (Dent, 1909-10), vol ii, p. 387. 
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American, the well-known connoisseur, Mr. F. Mason 
Perkins. To his enthusiasm the wayfarer in Southern Tus- 
cany owes very much, as we shall presently see, but I think 
our debt to him was never so obvious as it is here in Staggia, 
where is conserved for our delight a masterpiece by one of the 
greatest masters of Florence, not in a gallery but in the church 
for which it was painted, in this lonely and half-deserted village. 

From this poor place I was glad to set out on the road 
again that led me still up the valley of the Staggia, ever 
nearer to Siena. It was not quite midday when I set out, and 
though the valley was delicious to look' upon and cooler than 
the ImUs, it was yet very hot. Nevertheless I stuck manfully 
to the road, with the promise of Siena in my heart at evening. 
So I marched, not singing now but in silence, till after some 
seven cJuhmetri of dust and sun the towers of Monteriggioni rose 
before me across a bend of the river about a low, isolated hilL 

More beautiful than Staggia, Monteriggioni has yet much the 
same character ; it is a walled village, half-deserted now, close 
to Via Frandgena. Nothing is known of its origin or whence 
it had its name. We shall, however, certainly not be far 
wrong if we conclude that it was built by the Sienese to guard 
their northern approach. Andrea Dei even tells us that it 
was first fortified by the Sienese in the year 12 19, the same 
year, he says, in which the facade of the Duomo of Siena was 
completed. However that may be, long before that we read 
of it as a fortress, and sixteen years before, it suffered siege. 

In 1254 it was ably ddiended, and successfully resisted the 
Florentines when they attacked Siena and destroyed Poggi- 
bonsi for the first time. After Montaperto it was fortified 
again, and more strongly, by Siena, and it was then Dante saw 
it ** crowned with towers,"' so that he likens that abyss 
"turreted with giants," which he describes in the thirty-first 
Inferno, to this great castello. 

So strong was it that in 1266, owing to the general inse- 
curity of the country-side, the people of Badia a Isola and of 

* C/. Aqoarone, "Dante in Siena" (GtU di CasteUo, 1889), cap. iv, 
pp. 64-69. 
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the places round were invited by the Nine of Siena to enter» 
or at least to live under the cctstello. Though it seems to 
have escaped the £ftte of Poggibonsi in 1269, it fell into the 
grasp of Florence at last some three hundred years later, on 
25 August, 15549 when the Marchese di Marignano, com- 
mandant-genend of the Imperial and Medicean army, took it 
on his way to Siena. But by then Italy was dead. 

Now, as it happened, it was here in Monteriggioni that my 
plan of walking into Siena at nightfiedl came to nothing. For 
at the inn they told me of a certain abbey hard by, now fiallen 
to a mere parish church, which conserved even yet certain 
pictures beyond price. And so, often as I had been deceived 
by such rumours, being in the mood for adventures, I set out. 

I found the Abbey, Badia a Isola, some two miles away 
to the west of Monteriggioni It is very ancient, most worthy 
of a visit, and possesses, as they had told me, three fine 
pictures of the school of Siena. It gets its name, as you 
might suppose, from the nature of the country hereabout, on 
the lower flanks of Monte Maggio, where a little lake has 
formed, so that the Abbey was often called not only Badia a 
Isola, but Badia del Lago. Founded in looi by the Contessa 
Ava, daughter of Conte Zanobi, and widow of Ildebrando dei 
Franzesi di Staggia, near her casteUo of Borgonuovo, with the 
consent of her sons, T^rimo and Benzo, it was enriched 
from time to time by this illustrious clan. Many Popes con- 
firmed it in its growing power and wealth, and we see the fruit 
of these concessions, gifb, and fietvours in the baronial dominion 
which the Benedictines exercised in those early centuries over 
the territory of their churches, towns, and castelU in the country 
between Siena and Poggibonsi In 1221 Corrado, Bishop of 
Spira and Legate of Frederic II, on behalf of the Empire con- 
firmed to them in feud all these possessions in a diploma of 
28 December. 

For some two hundred years they seem to have flourished, 
till in 1446, owing to the growing unhealthiness of the district, 
caused no doubt by the continual wars, the monks of S. 
Salvatore, for the Badia was dedicated to our Saviour, were 
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reunited by a Brirf of Eugenius IV with those of their Order 
at S. Eugenio, some two miles to the south of Siena. 

Their church, with the annexed S. Rufiniano, was con- 
tinued as a parish church and baptistery, which it remains to 
this day. It is a building of three naves upheld by columns, 
and in the sacristy is the tomb of the founder, Contessa Ava, 
with her bust on a column of granite. In the church itself I 
found the pictures I had come to see : a fine fresco of the 
Madonna, Saints, and Angels, by Taddeo di Bartolo ; again, 
on the left wall, there is a fresco of the Assumption of the 
Blessed Virgin, very fine and imposing, with single figures of 
Saints, by Vecchietta; and a great polyptych over the high 
altar is by Sano di Pietro. More precious still, perhaps, is an 
altarpiece by some follower of Duccio.' 

All this was very well worth coming to see, but it effectually 
prevented my reaching Siena afoot that night Perhaps I 
lingered too long amid this country loveliness in one of the 
sweetest and quietest byways of Tuscany. However that may 
be, it was not to Monteriggioni I returned, but over the hills to 
the station of Castellina, and so, though I reached Siena at 
evening, it- was by train in the company of a host of poor 
people, who made me welcome and joined with me in praise 
of the incomparable dty we all loved — Sena Vetus^ Civiias 
Virgims. 

' On Badk a Isola see V. Lnsini in BuiktHno Semu, An iv (1897), 
pp. 199-135, and A. Canestrelli in Swta MommmtaU^ An ii (1908), 
fiisc. i and iv. 



VI 
SIENA 

I THINK perhaps there is nothing in the world quite like 
Siena, no other place, at any rate, that has just her gift of 
expression, her quality of joy, of passion, of sheer loveliness. 
It is true that in Florence you will find a clear, intellectual 
beauty, virile and full of light; that in Assisi, that little super- 
terrestrial city in Umbria, a mysterious charm — is it the beauty 
of holiness? — ^wiU discover itself to you in the memory of a 
love, touching and still faintly immortal, pathetically reminding 
you of itself like the fragrance of a wild flower on that rude 
mountain-side ; but in Siena you have something more than 
these, something more human and not less divine — how shall 
I say? — you have everything that the heart can desire : a situa- 
tion lof^ and noble, an aspect splendid and yet ethereal, a 
history brave, impetuous, and imfortunate, a people still living 
yet still unspoiled by strangers. Yes, Siena set so firmly on 
her triune hill, towers there even to-day with a gesture of joy, 
radiant and beautiful, caught about by her vineyards as with 
a kirtle of green, girdled with silver and gold — the silver of 
her olives mixed with the gold of her com. 

It is thus she always seems to me when I come to her, it is 
thus I always remember her from afar, a place of happiness, of 
welcome, a fortress still, it is true, but without a threat — a 
fortress dismantled, in the hands of invincible peace, where 
every tower has become a dwelling-house, every bastion a 
garden, every bulwark a shady walk, where the gates are open 
wide that the children may run in and out. 
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Come to her any spring morning from FlcMrencey where a 
certain surliness in the people might seem to bear witness to 
the foreign domination there, and she wiU win you at once. 
A certain sparkle and sweet glitter in the light, even without 
the gates, lifts up your heart, and long before you have passed 
half-way down Via Cavour the charm of the place has fallen 
upon you almost in spite of yourself, unreasonably, too^ 
for you will never be able to decide just what it is that has 
caught you, to define in what her delight consists. Is it in 
her aspect of conscious life, her unity, her individuality, her 
aloofness, the city climbing upward, built as it were in one 
piece, crowding round the Cathedral, and sharply divided 
from the country which the walls scarcely thrust back ? Is it 
in the architecture, the sheer beauty of form and colouring of 
the city itself, so consoling after the philistinism of Florence? 
Or is it in the people, their speech so pure that any other 
sounds like a dialect, their manners, their noble bearing, their 
fine courtesy, so that you discern in them at once the aristo- 
cracy of Italy ? Or is it in the beauty of the women ? — and 
there are no such women anywhere else in Italy as those 
pale, wilful, sweet ladies who pass and repass up and down 
Via Cavour in the twilight with a mother or a husband or a 
sturdy little maid for company and protection. Or is it in the 
laughter of the children, so fresh and so delicious in the cool 
green of the Lizza, which you may hear any golden morning 
and can never forget, since it is the one thing which reminds 
you of home ? It is perhaps all these things together and a 
thousand beside which your heart takes note of though you 
be all unaware. 

The modem spirit, a mean utilitarianism, has stolen away 
the universal beauty of Rome, is even now overthrowing 
Venice, and has rebuilt and ruined Florence ; but Siena it 
has not really touched, she remains perfectly herself. Perhaps 
it is in that we find a good part of our delight No noisy 
trams rush through her beautiful mediaeval streets, which are 
still lined with palaces, splendid and severe; not separated 
from the lesser houses, but joined to them with only here 
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and there an opening through which you see a loita of steep, 
lofty narrow way under an arch, perhaps, that leads suddenly 
and swiftly down into the valley, or winds slowly up-hill, where 
the wind rushes madly to and fro or sighs wearily in the dark- 
ness, where the sun rarely peeps. And these streets that tunnel 
and climb and wind so narrowly and steeply through the city 
are at once lively and quiet — lively by reason of the children 
who play in them, the women who gossip at their shadowy 
doorways, the pedlars and hawkers who cry their wares between 
these ancient echoing walls. The only traffic that passes up 
and down these paved, narrow, twisting, climbing ways is the 
barocd of the charcoal merchants, the asses of the woodmen 
laden with wood from the mountains, or the great wagons 
drawn by drowsy white oxen, whose horns almost touch the 
houses on either side the narrow ways as they draw slowly 
home the burden of wine from the vineyard. Yes, they are 
quiet enough, only never silent, echoing every now and then 
with the musical cries of pedlars above the voices of many 
women, mixed with the laughter, the inarticulate cries of 
babies, of children. And in and out of these narrow ways, 
now hidden by a tower or shut out by a high roo( the sun 
looks down and the shadows advance and recede, and over 
all, between the tall houses, is a strip of soft blue sky. 

It is much the same with the g^at street lined with little 
shops — the chief street of Siena, which runs quite through the 
city, entering at the Porta CamoUia and leaving by the Porta 
Romana, the "^a Frandgena, indeed, though within the 
walls it is called by various names, of which the chirf is 
Via Cavour. 

Here the sweet noises of life, so individual in the narrow, 
steep wajrs, are ming^ together and broken for the first time 
by die sound of wheels. You come into this clamour on your 
way from Porta Camollia, where the Via delle Bdle Arti turns 
down-hill. A mere vague murmur at first, it waxes louder and 
louder, resdving itself at last into the hum of many voices, till, 
before the Loggia dei Nobili, where a great crowd conducts its 
business in the street, you come really into the midst of it, and 
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are surprised when^ having pushed your way throo^ these 
bnsy, cheerful people, in less than twenty yards you find your- 
self alone again on that paved way, between the tall, sober 
palaces, almost in silence. 

But though it be in her streets — ^these narrow, lofty 
byways — that Siena is still living and to be found, it is not 
in them that she has set her pride. All the nobility, the 
impetuous ardour and valour of Siena, for the most part 
unrepresented or at least largely invisible in her streets, is to 
be found in the Campo — that beautiful piazza, shaped like a 
shell, before which stands the rosy Palazzo Pubblico, over 
which rises the loveliest tower in Italy, La Mangia. This is 
the true centre of the dty ; and in its light, its fantastic and 
lovdy shape, in the dizzy and noble height of its tower, all 
that is most characteristic of Siena might seem to be hidden 
and expressed. Yet that palace, that piazza, that tower stand 
less conspicuous in any view of Siena from the walls than the 
Cathedral, which, set on a spur of one of the three hills on 
which Siena stands, shines like some precious casket or taber- 
nacle Cur over the country-side — the capitol of the dty of the 
Virgin. 

Nothing in Siena becomes her so well, or so certainly sums 
her up as her Cathedral, into which, in its aloofness, its pride, 
its distinction, its beauty, and broken ambition, the history of 
the dty seems to have passed. It is set perfectly in a great, 
silent space, a mirade of light It is true its &^ade is di^ 
iq^inting, but it is something more than a bam before 
which a miracle has been performed, as Orvieto is. Look at 
it from the Lizza ; it is like a pure virgin guarding the dty, the 
long, exquisite line of the aisles broken by the perfect transept, 
and the great octagon over it Enter and be comforted by 
the distinction of its colouring, the strength and majesty of its 
romanesque, the nobility of its lantern over the crossing. It 
is hefe and in those great lean churches, S. Domenico and 
& Francesco, that you will learn what Siena is, her true 
aspect— there and in the altarpieces of Ducdo, the pictures of 
Simone Martini and the Lorenzetti. For in the strangely 
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ardent, almost pathetic beauty of Siena there is something 
Byzantine, an exquisite finish, an elaborate omamait which 
belong to the earliest painters of miniatures. Often at even- 
ing, looking on her from S. Barbara when the world is so 
quiet, and in the dim valleys and on the clear hill-sides the 
grey olives are a mist of silver, the cypresses very still and 
black against the blue and gold of the sky, suddenly she has 
seemed to me, piled up so closely, house over house, church 
over church, tower over tower, culminating in that almost 
visionary Duomo, like a city out of a missal — one of those 
exquisite, unreal places past which the Magi came to 
Bethlehem — the very city at whose gate S. Anne waited 
for Joachim, in whose vsdleys Christ was baptized by John, 
against whose battlements of old was set the Crucifixion. 

For there is an element not wholly explicable in Siena — an 
element of strangeness, of wonder, which we must confess we 
do not wholly understand. As she stands there on her triune 
hill, dreaming of the Middle Age, she seems more than a city, 
more than the work of man, for she expresses something 
that is hidden from us, that we can only guess at dimly as we 
gaze over her profound valleys across the garden of her coniado 
to the desert on whose verge she stands. 

It is just that, perhaps, which day by day as you abide with 
her comes at last to impress you most, to mix with your every 
thought of her and in some dim way seems to have informed 
<faer with itself: she stands on the edge of the wilderness and 
looks all day long across a vast desolation to the faint, &r-away 
outline of a great mountain — the most beautiful mountain in 
Tuscany, Monf Amiata. 

It is this spectacle, so profound, moving, and expressive, 
that little by little grows into your heart as you pass up and 
down the steep, winding, narrow streets, from church to 
church, from palace to palace, from sanctuary to sanctuary : 
the smiling, gay p^miasive loveliness of Siena is set against 
the solemnity of ^t beautiful mountain, against the barren 
loneliness of that desert, out of whose virile and mysterious 
beauty she has sprung up like a rare and delicate flower. It 
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is this contrast which, as it seems to me, laids her half her 
charm. On the verge of that vast country of scarred rock and 
channelled day, where the sun is without pity and there is no 
sound or song, she seems more human in her beauty than in 
&ct she Is. For, with all her happiness and joy, she is aware 
of the loneliness that is about her; she never forgets the 
bitterness of the desert or the silence of the mountains on 
which she must look all day long. You will find them not 
only in herself, in the city we see to-day, but in everything she 
has done. For in her story, as in her work — the great altar- 
piece of Duccio, for instance, the lovely spellbound pictures 
of Simone Martini, the flowerUke panels of Sassetta, her vast, 
cold Duomo, her dizzy Mangia tower, there is that element 
of strangeness without which, it is true, there is no excellent 
beauty, but which here seems to be their chief characteristic. 
How sensitive they are to that silent country out of which 
they are sprung ! They have understood the mystery of that 
desert, and have drawn from its lean strength a certain curious 
sweetness. 

Nor is it only in material things such as these that we 
find that strangeness which is so characteristic of her, but 
in her history also and in those who made it; above all, 
in her saints and in that religion which, with her alone in 
Tuscany, was mysticaL Consider then such an action, almost 
religious in itself, as the battle of Montaperto and all that led 
up to it — the strange self-abnegation, self-accusation, and love, 
the impassioned belief which, in &ct, caused the miracle; 
consider the wild prayers for as miraculous a deliverance firom 
Charles V; consider S. Catherine and S. Bernardino; but 
chiefly consider that worship of the Blessed Virgin in which 
the whole city expressed itself, which compelled every gentle- 
man to place his hands between hers and to swear all^;iance, 
and which inspired an impassioned loyalty in every man, 
woman, and child* 

In all these actions and in all these people there is an 
element of insanity, something strange and unconfined, out 
of proportion, as it were, with anything but that vast waste 
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country of barren clay and rock ^ich is stretched out before 
her, across which the eternal mountains shine. 

In summer, half veiled in heat, invisible at noon, and 
beautiful at evening, you miss its true character and meaning. 
But watch it on a dark or threatening day, a day of storm or 
wind, when it surges against every gate and is ui>tossed by 
every bastion. It is as though that masculine and voracious 
wilderness, more barren and more terrible than the sea, had 
hurled itself agsunst the city, and would have consumed her 
but for the protection of Her she still invokes, in Whom for 
so many ages she has found safety and peace. 



VII 
POLITICAL SIENA 

TH£ story of Siena, as we examine it now, eager 
for the mere truth, and not to be overwhehned or 
deceived by the facts or the rhetoric of chroniclers or his- 
torians, would seem to resolve itself into the narrative of 
a stni^le waged by a great hill-town against forces greater 
than itself, against forces that from the b^inning were too 
strong for it. These forces, so certainly antagonistic to the 
real establishment of Siena as the great power in Tuscany, 
were of two kinds — the one geographical and the other political, 
more or less deriving from the first. Set as she was, upon a 
goodly hill, the last westward spur of the Chiana range, in 
the very heart of Tuscany, Siaia was from the first a lonely 
city ; lonely not only in that she had, and could have, no near 
nei^bours, but geographically lonely, too, in that the country 
idiich surrounded her was very distant from the sea and pro- 
vided no natural highway, such as a river, by which she might 
reach the world — on the contrary, the nature of the country in 
itself cut her off from every part of Italy. To the south lay a 
vast desert of rock and clay in which nothing would grow or 
prosper; to the west lay the Maremma, a loneliness of swamp 
and death ; while to the north and east lay difficult ranges of 
hills. This loneliness in the earliest Middle Age was somewhat 
mitigated, it is true, by the coming of that great road Via 
Frandgena which united Cisalpine Gaul with Rome ; but, on 
the other hand, nothing was done then — ^very little has been 
done even to-day — to provide against the most serious of all 
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the drawbacks from which the dty suffered, the want of water 
— not merely the lack of a great river such as the Amo, which 
was crudely navigable certainly so far as Signa — ^but the want 
of water for industrial purposes. Thus from the beginning 
Nature herself had handicapped Siena beyond hope in the 
race for the headship of Tuscany. Nor was the other force 
which prohibited her victory less formidable. Something 
has already been said of the psychological and spiritual 
influence of the landscape, of the world in which she stands, 
on the dty herself; its action upon the people of Siena was not 
less profound. Impetuous, easily cast down, as easily uplifted, 
without persistence or that unconsdous and almost brutal 
strength, characteristic of every people destined for domina- 
tion, Siena was from the first at the mercy of her great and 
crud antagonist, Florence, the fovourite of Nature, who had 
been given everything Siena lacked — a magnificent position in 
Val d' Amo between three mountain passes, easily rendered 
impr^;nable; a splendid navigable river within reach; a 
race without aristocratic prejudices, cunning, formidable, 
and persistent. 

From the first, then, there was no doubt as to which of 
these two dties would in the end dominate Tuscany, and 
perhaps hold the balance of power in Italy; their story 
but confirms our logic. 

Thus Siena is a city of the Middle Age. Her great period, 
if that can be called great in which so little was achiev^ and 
which was always on the verge of disaster, is the thirteenth 
century. After that time her geography, her dvil discord, a 
shameful foreign policy, an unimaginable disaster brought her 
to nothing.' 

Her romantic story, more fascinating, certainly more 
sympathetic, than that of her great rival, invites us to 
inquire into her origin, if so be we may find there the 
causes of her decadence, though, in fact, they are writ large 
enough for all to see in the strange and beautiful country in 
which she lies. Her origin, however, is hidden from us. The 

* See note 7, p. 326. 
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oldest chronicler who speaks of her is our John of Salisbury, 
who asserts that she was founded by the Britons, a certain 
Brennus, captain of the Senones, having provided a camp 
here for his sick and wounded soldiers.' This legend, how- 
ever, fantastic as it is, does not explain the Sienese badge of 
the wolf and the twins, which first appears, indeed, in the 
thirteenth century. Some legend, indeed, older than any we 
now possess connectmg Siena with Rome there must have 
been, but whatever it was archaeology does not support it. 
On the contrary, if it assures us of anything, it is of the 
Etruscan origin of Sena Vetus, for a small Etruscan Necro- 
polis has been uncovered near the Porta Camollia, and so far 
as we may know it seems probable that it was not till b.c 90 
that the Sienese were granted by the Lex Julia citizenship of 
Rome. Even if this much be true, it would prove no more 
than the existence of a community, probably on the hill we 
now call Castd Vecchio, in the later days of the Roman 
Republic. What is certain, however, is that it was Augustus 
who, in B.C. 39, established Sena as a Rcnnan colony. Of 
her condition under the Empire we know little. It is 
l^end which tells us, withoiit much authority, that it was 
S. Ansano who converted her to Christianity. Before the 
fifth century, however, she certainly received a Bishop and 
became the capital of a See. That she was ruined with the 
advent of the Dark Ages seems certain ; at any rate, we hear 
nothing of her till Rotharis, King of the Longobards, restored 
her Bishopric in the seventh century, when there followed 
what was probably her first quarrel with one of her sister cities, 
Arezzo, which was not finally decided till fifty years later, after 
the restoration of the Empire. 

' This story, and others more vague but of a like nature, have been 
eagerly accepted by the Florentine chroniclers, who gladly asserted 
that Siena owed her origin to an infirm and foreign folk {cf, Villani, 
lib. i, cap. Ivi). The legends of Siena's Roman origin belong to 
the Renaissance. See L. Douglas's " History of Siena," p. 5 ; 
E. G. Gardner's "Story of Siena," and W. Heywood's Historical 
Introduction to ** A Guide to Siena " (Torrini, Siena) ; and notes 3 and 4, 
ittfra% p. 321. 
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That restoration confirmed, if it did not establish, the 
power of the Bishop in Siena, as in other cities, and at 
the same time Feudalism, that marvellous and logical theory 
of political and economic life, b^;an to take the place of the 
independent, anarchic allodial sj^tem. Feudal castles held 
by Imperial nobles sprang up in the contado^ holding the 
road to Rome and the ways to the sea, and all who passed 
by paid tribute. Nor was the property of the dty itself 
exempt. Indeed, a continual war was waged by the nobles 
the one upon another, and thus tiie whole country was kept 
in a condition of fear and insecurity. This state of affairs in 
some sort explains the power of the Bishops in all the Tuscan 
and Umbrian cities. For the citizens, untrained to war, 
townsmen as they were, anxious for trade, could do nothing 
against tiiese nobles, who^ in such aeries as the Aldobrandeschi 
possessed in S. Flora, were really answerable to no one, and 
entirely safe and invincible. Thus it was to the Church, 
and first to the spiritual power of the Church, that the 
citizens looked for protection and redress. So things 
developed through the ninth and tenth centuries, till in 
the eleventh we find the Emperor eager to acknowledge 
the temporal dominion of the Sienese Bishop; nor does 
it seem that he was sorry to find a power strong enough 
to curb his unruly barons, whom he was powerless to keep in 
order. In this way the Bishop gradually became a tenant 
in capite of the Empire, and, in fact, wielded, beside his 
spiritual power, a very considerable temporal weapon also. 
Thus the Bishop as a temporal lord owed a new alle- 
giance to the Emperor as well as his ancient and original 
allegiance to the Pope.' As temporal lord he superseded 
the Count, the earlier representative of the Crown in Siena, 
and ruled absolutely within the walls of the city. This rule 
was good for Siena ; it protected the people from spoliation at 
the hands of the nobles of the surrounding country and at 
the hands of the hordes of Barbarians that were continually 
marching through Italy. It &iled at last because ultimately 

> See note 5, p. 322. 
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the Bishop was dependent for armed force on a part at any 
rate of the people. This party, the milites^ the fighting-men, 
forced him to admit them to a part in the government. 
Consuls arose, their representatives, who at first shared die 
government with the Bishop, and at length superseded him as 
he had superseded the Counts. 

Thus rose the Commune, at first a completely aristocratic 
state, but modified little by little till the party opposed to the 
miUies^ the popuius^ obtained a real part in it. But even 
before that the supersession of the Bishop was certain. An 
opportunity soon offered itself. A quarrel about the juris- 
diction of a monastery in the contado which was depexident 
on a convent in Florence, and which the Sienese wished to 
see placed under the rule of Vallombrosa, was the ostensible 
cause of the final rupture with the Bishop and the Church. 
The Consuls went so far in 1169 as to try to compel the 
deigy to acknowledge the antipope when Alexander III 
would not grant their request. But the real reason of this 
rupture was jealousy of Florence. The Emperor had already 
in 1158 acknowledged the existence of the Commune, and 
had protected it And we may see perhaps the first expres- 
sion of the Ghibellinism of the Commune in its breaking 
with the Church, and gladly becoming the great feud of the 
Empire in the heart of Tuscany. 

Tlie aU^pance of Siena directly to the Emperor does not 
seem to have been given without an attempt on the part of 
the Church party to prevent it. In 1x85 we find the city 
divided, and on the advent of Frederic the Church party, in 
a moment of tumult, shut the gates against him, aiul defeated 
him in the battle of Rosario. A year later peace was 
re-established, and the Commune undertook to pay an annual 
tribute, while it gained a lull recognition of its right to elect 
Consuls, to issue money, and to tax its citizens and its vassals 
in the contado. Among the first works of the Commune was 
that of gradually forcing the nobles of the contado to come 
into the city. Thus began the allegiance of Siena to the 
Emperor — an allegiance strengthened in 1209 by the visit of 
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Otho IV to the city, when all the privil^es of the Commune 
were confirmed. 

In the first years of the thirteenth century, therefore, we see 
the Commune firmly established, allied with the Emperor 
for their common good, but in fact his vassal owing him 
all^;iance. For Siena had become nothing less than a 
feudatory of the Italian kingdom ; her rdation to the 
Emperor was the same as that of the dukes and marquises of 
Germany; she was his tenant in capite^ while the noUes 
of her coniado submitted to her suzerainty were iurere vassals* 
Indeed, the relation of the coniado to Siena was as substantially 
feudal as was her relation to the Emperor. 

But the history of Siena in the thirteenth century is the 
hbtory of her rivalry with Florence, in which for a brief 
moment she gained the advantage, only to be finally beaten 
in the fight for supremacy before the century's end. The 
stru^le has little or nothing to do with the daims of Pope 
or Emperor; it has absolutely nothing to do with any 
struggle between the aristocracy and the democracy; it is 
primarily an economic struggle, in which Siena, starting 
with a seeming advantage, was betrayed from the beginning 
by Nature, by her geographical position, and the character of 
her people. 

Like most of the great wars, this small but famous combat 
was a fight for commerce. At the opening of the thirteenth 
century the Sienese were the great bankers and tradesmen of 
Italy. When the Commune forced the nobles of the coniado 
into the city they had devoted themselves to the formation of 
commercial companies of adventure. They dealt in money 
chiefly, but also engaged in the Eastern trade and established 
houses in England and France. They were the bankers of the 
Holy See, and in return the Church helped them to collect 
their debts. It is, then, as the determined commercial rivals 
of Siena that we see the Florentines time after time, isom the 
end of the twelfth century till their final victory at Colle, 
attack Siena. On the other hand, all the policy of Siena 
was devoted to the protection and development of what 
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she possessed. She sought to subdue the great feudatories 
of the cotUado in order to ensure the safety of the roads to 
Rome, to the North, to the sea. Florence opposed her and 
supported or encouraged the feudatories in order that she 
might herself dominate these roads. For this cause she 
would not permit Siena to establish herself in Montepulciano 
and Montaldno to the South, or in Staggia or Poggibonsi to 
the North. Florence herself tried to hold the Chiana valley, 
and supported the Aldobrandeschi in their struggle with Siena 
in the Maremma. 

We shall see when we come to examine the region to the 
south of Siena between Asciano and Mont* Amiata how 
favourable that desert region of low day hills was to that 
robber nobility which Siena sought to vanquish for the 
sake of her trade. Yet she beat them, and her victory 
was used with wisdom and moderation; but it achieved 
little more than to unmask the real enemy who stood 
behind these chieftains; whom she could never destroy. 

It is thus that all through the first half of the thirteenth 
century we see Siena fighting with the nobles of the contado^ 
reducing them to impotence, and in thdr place establishing 
her own power.' This great work can never have been 
more than half done, for she was always compelled to con- 
sider and nearly always to come to terms with Florence. 
From the first she fought a losing battle ; Montaperto, that 
resounding victory, after all has no importance — it was but 
an incident 

In the first year of the thirteenth century Siena was forced 
by her rival to give up all hope of domination in the Val 
d* Elsa, for Florence seized Semifonte, the strongest fortress 
in that region ; in return, Siena was allowed the right to take 
Montaldno if she could. No doubt she sacrificed the North 
in the hope of finally securing the Soudi. If any such hope 
was in her, she was wofully decdved. Wiih Montaldno in 
her hands, she tried to occupy Montepulciano. Florence 
immediately refused to permit this, at the same time laying 

' See note 6, p. 325. 
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claim to Tornano, a fortress less than nine miles north-east 
of Siena. The whole quarrel was submitted to the decision 
of the Podesti of Poggibonsi, who so £ur flEivoured Florence 
that he deprived the Sienese of any rights they had in 
Poggibonsiy and brought the Florentine frontier within 
six miles of Siena on the north. Florence immediately 
allied herself with Montepulciano. Siena appealed to the 
Tuscan League, to which both she and Florence belonged. 
The League decided that Montepulciano beloi^ged to Siena ; 
Florence promptly repudiated the decision. War followed in 
1307, '^^d Siena was signally beaten at Montalta Before 
peace was signed in iao8, Siena was forced to renounce the 
rights she claimed in Poggibonsi and those she had been 
awarded in Montepulciano. There followed fifteen years of 
peace, which saw the prosperity of Siena wonderfully in- 
creased, in spite of her loss of territory. Frederic II 
befriended her and established Poggibonsi as an Imperial 
stronghold, at the head of the Val d' Elsa, similar to 
S. Miniato at its mouth. Florence^ meanwhile, was at war 
with Pisa, and Siena seized the opportunity to consolidate 
her power to the south, humbling the Aldobrandeschi and 
taking Grosseto from them, thus establishing herself in the 
Val di Merse and the Val di Ombrone. 

This seemed so like success, that in laaS Siena made 
another attempt to bring Montepulciano under her rule. 
But the time was unfortunate; Frederic II had just 
abandoned the Crusade, and when he returned to it, 
nevertheless the Pope cursed him. This set all Italy by 
the ears, and revived the old quarrel, and Orvieto, in secret 
treaty with Florence, renewed an old alliance with Monte- 
pulciano. In the war which followed success at first 
still favoured Siena, but presently Aldobrandino Aldobrandeschi 
forsook her, and she seems to have lost heart At any rate, 
the Florentines were able to destroy very many ctf her 
fortresses and to bum and spoil her ctnUado up to her very 
walls, taking at last Porta Camollia by surprise and entering 
the city as £Eir as S. Pietro della Ragione, and, according to 
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the Florentine chronicler, "had they not been pitiful, they 
might have destroyed all Siena with fire and sword." 

Then Siena, in her great danger, put aside the {mvate 
quarrels that distracted the state, and beat back the 
Florentines. Nevertheless, she lost Montalcino and any 
chance she had of bringing Montepulciano under her sway. 
Yet two years later she took the place, avenged herself on 
Orvieto, and made a new compact with Montalcino. But 
Florence was not to be denied. In 1233 she stirred up the 
people of Montalcino to revolt; she once more ravaged 
the coniado^ and this time for two years. Siena was 
reduced to starvation. By 1235, in spite of the capture of 
Campiglia d' Orda, on the slope of Monf Amiata, a very 
redoubtable piece of work, Siena was ready for peace at 
any price. It was granted on condition of a renunciation of 
lordship in Montepulciano and restoration to Orvieto of all 
that had been taken from her, and among other things a dis- 
solution of an alliance made during the war with Poggibonsi. 

Siena was in the dust, but she was still alive; her 
commerce remained to her, and, as so often happens after 
a defeat, she reformed her constitution, setting up now the 
£unous Council of the Twenty-Four — half nobles, half 
popolani — under which she was to attain her greatest 
triumph. 

The new Government enjoyed a long peace of fifteen years. 
In June, 1340, Frederic II visited the dty, and was joyfully 
received, but his exactions daunted the people, and Proven* 
zano Salvani, the greatest of the Sienese, who now comes on 
the scene^ went so fiEur as to bid them not to invite ruin for the 
sake of the Emperor, but to use him for their own advantage* 
Ten years later Frederic was dead, and the Ghibelline cause, 
which had seemed so prosperous, was in jeopardy. Indeed, in 
a moment the whole position had been changed, or, rather, 
the development which had been taking place was suddenly 
obvious to all. Florence seiased her opportunity, and, thinking 
to free herself fit)m Pisa, whose port had been necessary to 
her, she made a compact with Guglielmo Aldobrandeschi for 
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a free passage of goods through his dominions to the Maremma 
port of Talamone. Pisa, thinking her prosperity to be 
threatened, agreed with Siena, Pistoia, and Arezzo, while 
Florence answered by calling Genoa, Lucca, and Orvieto to 
her aid. 

War broke out in the autumn of 1351. The Sienese armies 
were beaten, and Pisa submitted. The result, however, was 
fortunate for Siena in this, for the Rorentines, with Porto 
Pisano open to them, gave up all diought of Talamone. 

The peace of 1254 thus secured was, however, but a truce. 
In September of that very year Manfred, Frederic's natural 
son, who had sworn allegiance to Innocent III, revolted. 
Gathering hb Moslems, he made war in Apulia, and recovered 
that province for himself. In the midst of the successes of 
his enemy Innocent died. 

At first it seemed as though the new peace of Tuscany 
would not be broken. In July, 1255, the envoys of Florence 
and Siena met and concluded an '* eternal amity," which, as 
it happened, lasted scarcely three years. By this peace the 
two cities swore, among other things, not to harbour one 
another's exiles; but when, in 1258, the Ghibellines were 
expelled from Florence, Siena took them in. From that 
moment war was merely a question of opportunity. 

Preparations to meet it were made during the ensuing year 
both in Siena and in Florence. In the spring of 1259 Siena 
sent ambassadors to Manfired for his assistance. He agreed 
to send help, and in December Giordano of Anglano, cousin 
of the King, entered Siena with his knights, to be joined later 
by a troop of German horse. Florence meanwhile engineered 
a revolt in the Maremma. Grosetto and her sister cities 
rebelled, but with the help of the German horse Siena was 
able to compel surrender. Then Florence decided upon per- 
sonal action. It is impossible to deny that she was threatened. 
Manfred's troops in Siena forced her to make war. She set 
forth some thirty thousand strong with the carrocdo^ but the 
vast body of troops moved slowly, and a month elapsed before 
it came in sight of Siena. Iliere followed some doubtful 
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ddrmishesy in which the German troops of the Sienese seem 
to have suflfered badly. Then the Florentines marched away. 
The Sienese, having been reinforced by Manfred, prosecuted 
the war. They tried to seize Montaldno. So the Florentines 
set out again in August mth contingents from Prato, Volterra, 
S. Gimignano, and Bologna, by way of Val di Pesa, and pitched 
camp not fiar from the castle of Montaperto in Val d' ^bia. 

From Pieve Asdata ambassadors had been despatched to 
Siena widi an insolent ultimatum. They arrived in Siena on 
3 September, and they found the Council of die Twenty- 
Four in session in die church of S. Cristofano in Piazza 
TolomeL ''^thout making any reverence or obeisance," 
they delivered their message:' "We will that this city be 
forthwith dismantled and that all the walls shall be levelled 
with the ground that we may enter and depart at our pleasure. 
• . . And further we will to place a Signoria in every Terzo of 
Siena at our pleasure; in like manner to build forthwidi a 
strong fortress in Camporegi and to garrison and provision it 
and to maintain the same for our magnificent and potent 
Commune of Florence; and this right quickly without any 
delay. As for you, if ye do not do all that we have com- 
manded you, ye may await with certainty to be besieged. . • J^ 
The Twenty-Four replied, without boasting, in die follow- 
ing manner : " We have heard and understood diat which ye 
have demanded, and we bid you return to the captain and 
to the commissaries of your Commune and to say unto them 
that we will give them answer face to face." 

The chronicler continues : " Now the citizens of Siena had 
heard of the cruel demand of the Florentines . . . and all the 
dty was moved. And all the people left their dwellings and 
came to S. Cristofano ; and so great was the multitude of the 
people in Piazza Tolomei and through all the streets that 
scarcely were they able to contain them. 

' I use the ^lendid tianslation here and In what follows of Mr. William 
Heywood. See *' Palio and Ponte " (Methuen, 1904), p. 25, it seq. See 
** La sconfita di Montaperto secondo il MS. di Niccol6 di Giovanni di 
Fiaacesoo Ventura," in ** Miscellanea Storica Sanese " (Siena, 1844). 
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" And when they beheld this, the Twenty-Four who ruled 
and governed the city of Siena forthwidi assembled a council ; 
and it was proposed to make a syndic who should have foil 
preeminence and power and should embody in his own person 
the authority which belonged to the whole body of the citi- 
zens collectively ; and that he should be empowered to give, 
grant, sell, and pledge Siena and its contado as to him mi^t 
seem advisable. 

" As if inspired by God, the said councillors by comm<»i 
consent chose for syndic a man of perfect and good life and 
of the best qualities which at that time could be found in 
Siena, by name Buonaguida Lucari. To him was given full 
and free authority and power, as much as had the whole body 
of the city, as is said above. And while this man was being 
elected S3mdic our spiritual father, Misser the Bishop, caused 
the bell to be rung to call together the clergy of Siena, priests, 
canons, and friars, and all the religious orders in the church 
of the Duomo of Siena. And all the clergy being gathered 
together as you have heard, Misser the Bbhop spake briefly to 
those clerics who were there and said : * Tdntum est mifustri 
Virginis Det\* &c. . . . 

" Now while Misser the Bishop was making procession with 
his clergy in the Duomo, God by reason of the prayers of the 
clergy and of all good people who prayed to Him throughout 
the city — God, moved to compassion by the prayers of His 
Mother, suddenly put it in the heart of the syndic, namely, 
Buonaguida, to rise and speak as follows. Now he spake in so 
loud a voice that he was heard by those citizens who were with- 
out in the Piazza di S. Cristofisuio. * As you Signori of Siena 
know, we have prayed the protection of King Manfred ; now 
it appears to me that we should give ourselves, our goods and 
our persons, the city and the contado to the Queen of Life 
Eternal ; that is, to our Lady Mother the Virgin Mary. To 
make this gift, may it please you all to bear me company.' 

" As soon as he had said these words, Buonaguida stripped 
hunself to his shirt, and barefooted and bareheaded, with a 
rope around his neck, came forth into the presence of all 
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those citizens, and in his shirt beto<A himself toward the 
Daomo. And all the people who were there followed him ; 
and those whom he met upon his way went with him ; and 
for tiie most part they were barefooted and without their 
doaks, and no man had anything upon his head. And he 
went barefooted, repeating over and over : * Glorious ^^rgin 
Mary, Queen of Heaven, aid us in our great need, that we 
may be delivered out of the hand of our enemies the Floren- 
tines — these lions who wish to devour us.' And all the people 
said : ' Madonna, Queen of Heaven, we entreat thy compas- 
sion.' And so they reached the Duomo. 

" And Misser the Bishop went through the Duomo in pro- 
cession. At the high altar, before our Lady, he b^an to sing 
Te jDeum Zauda$nus in a loud voice. And as he b^;an 
Buonaguida reached the door of the Duomo, with the people 
following him, and commenced to cry with a loud voice, 
' MisericorUa ' — the said Buonaguida and all the people — 
* Misericordia* At which cry Misser the Bishop turned him- 
self about with all the clergy and came to me^ the said 
Buonaguida. When they were comeitogether each man made 
reverence, and Buonaguida fell upon his face upon the ground. 
Misser the Bishop raised him up and gave him the kiss of 
peace; and so all those citizens kissed one another on die 
mouth. And this was at the lowest part of the chcnr of the 
Duomo. 

''Then, hdding one another by die hand, Misser the Bishop 
and Buonaguida went to the altar before our Mother the 
'^rgin Mary, and kneeled down with great crying and con- 
tinual tears. This Buonaguida remained stretched out upon 
die ground, and all die people and women with very great weep- 
ing and sobbing waited for the space of a quarter of an hour. 
Then Buonaguida alone raised himself upon his feet and stood 
erect before our Modier the Virgin Mary, and spake many wise 
and discreet words, among which were these: 'Gracious 
Virgin, Queen of Heaven, Mother of Sinners, to thee I, a 
miserable sinner, give, grant, and recommend this city and the 
contudo of Siena. And I pray thee, Mother of Heaven, that 
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thou wilt be pleased to accept it, although to one so powerful 
as thou art it b but a little gift And likewise I piay and 
supplicate thee to guard, free, and defend our city from the 
tumds of our enemies, the Florentines, and from whosoerer 
may desire to injure us or to bring upon us iwg^ii^h and 
destruction.' 

'* These words being said, Misser the Bishop ascended into 
the pulpit and preached a very beautiful sermon, teaching the 
people of unity and exhorting them to love one another, to 
forgive those who had done them wrong, and to confess and 
communicate. And he entreated them to unite to place this 
city and their persons under the protection of the glorious 
Virgin Mary, and to go with him and with his clergy m 
im>cession. 

" And in this procession, before them all, was carried the 
carven crucifix which stands in the Duomo^ above the altar of 
S. Jacomo Interciso^ beside the campanile.' Next followed 
all the monks and friars, and then came a canopy, and under 
the canopy was our Mother the Virgin Mary. Hard by was 
Misser the Bishop, and he was barefooted, and at his side was 
Buonaguida in his shirt and with a rope about his neck, as you 
have heard. Then followed all the canons of the Duomo, 
barefooted and bareheaded. They went singing holy psalms 
and litanies and prayers. And behind them came all the 
people, barefooted and uncovered, and all the women bare- 
footed, and many with their hair dishevelled • . . saying 
PiUemosters and Ave Marias and other prayers. . . . 

'* So they went in procession even to S. Cristofano and into 
the Campo, and returned to the Duomo, where they remained 
to confess and to receive the Sacrament, and to make peace 
one with another. And he who was the most injured sought 
out his enemy to make with him perfect and good accord. . • • 

" Now these things befell on Thursday, the 2nd day of Sep- 
tember. And nearly all night long the people thronged to 

' The crudfiz is said to be that which is to-day over the altar of the first 
chapel in the north transept Heywood and Olcott, ''Guide to Siena" 
(Ibrrini), p. 241. 
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confess and to make peace one with another. . • . And 
when morning was come the Twenty-Four ?^o ruled and 
governed Siena sent three criers — ^into every Terzo one — 
proclaiming and crying: 'Valorous citizens, make ready! 
Arm yourselves 1 Take your perfect armour ; and let each 
man in the name of our Mother die Virgin Mary follow his 
proper banner, ever reconmiending himself to God and to 
His Mother.' 

''And hardly was the prodaooation finished when all the 
citizens flew to arms. The father did not wait for the son, 
nor one brother for another; and so they went toward the 
Porta San Viene.' And thither came all the standard-bearers. 
The first was that of San Martino, first for reverence for the 
Saint, and also because that Terzo was near to the gate. The 
second was that of the City, with a very great army of people 
and well equipped. The third was the royal banner of 
CamoUia, which represented the mantle of our Mother the 
Virgin Mary, and was all white and shining, fair and ptve. 
Behind that banner came a great multitude of people, citizens, 
foot-soldiers, and horsemen; and with this company were 
many priests and friars, and some with weapons and some 
without, to aid and comfort the troops ; and all were of good 
will, of one mind, and of one purpose, and well disposed 
against our enemies the Florentines, who with such vehemence 
bad demanded things unrighteous and contrary to reason* 

'* Now, all the men having gone forth, those devout women 
who remained in Siena, together with Misser the Bishop and 
the clergy, commenced betimes on Friday morning a solemn 
procession with all the relics which were in the Duomo and 
in all the churches of Siena. • • . Thus they went all Friday, 
and all that day they feisted. When even was come they 
returned to the Duomo, and there they all knelt, and so 
remained while Misser the Bishop said litanies, with many 
prayers to the honour and glpry of God and of His and our 
Mother. • • • 

" And now we have told of Misser the Bishop, our spiritual 

* /.^., Porta Pispini. 
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&tlier, and of the derout citizens and women, how iAney 
besought God and His Mother, Saint Mary, to give victory 
to the city of Siena and to its people, we will speak of the 
ordered legions of the army. 

^ The day commenced to break ; and it was that blessed 
day, Friday, the 3rd of September, in the year aforesaid ; so 
being drawn up in battle array they began their march towards 
the Bozzone. Ever the squadrons kept dose together, that of 
the Captain of the Commune of Siena and that of Messer the 
Count Giordano. . . .' All went calling on the name of our 
Lord God and of his Mother the Virgin Mary, and to her they 
ever commended themselves, beseeching her to give them 
help and strength and courage and power against these 
wicked and perfidious Florentines. Thus praying they came 
to the foot of a hill which is called Poggio de' Ripoli, which 
hill was over against the camp of the Florentines." 

That night the Sienese watched and prayed, and in the 
darkness there were seen over die Sienese camp as it were tiie 
mantle of the Blessed Virgin Mary for a sign of her im>tec- 
tion. The battle broke with the daylight, and resulted, as we 
know, in the complete victory of the Sienese and their German 
allies — a victory they owed in large part to the Florentine 
Ghibelline, Bocca degli Abati, *'that traitor Messer Bocca 
degli Abati," as Villani calls him, who struck Jao^ della 
Narda, who bore the Florentine standard, with his sword and 
cut off the hand mth which he held the standard, and killed 
him. '* And this done," Villani tells us, " the horsemen and 
people beholding the standard Men, and that there were 
traitors among them, and that they were so strongly assailed 
by the Germans, in a short tioie were put to flight. . . . Thus 
was abased the proud arrogance of the ungrateful and proud 
people of Florence." " It was astonishing to see," writes the 
Sienese chronicler, "the great butchery that they made of 
those dogs of Florentines. . • . And the slau^ter ever in- 

' The Chronicle says little of the Germans, yet it was in a large 
degree to them and to the treason of Bocca degU Abati that the Sienese 
owed their victory. 
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creased, and so forious was the press that if one fell to earth 
he might by no means r^ain his feet again, but was trampled 
to death." 

The account of dead and wounded varies. The Sienese 
tell us 10,000 were slain, and 20,000 were taken. Villani 
says 2,500 fell and 1,500 were captured. It is a matter of 
little consequence. Siena had won, and by her victory 
had once more raised the Ghibelline cause in Tuscany; her 
contado was hers to take, Florence itself was at her mercy. 

Her triumph was shortlived. With incredible vacillation 
and weakness she allowed one strong man in the Council at 
Empoli that followed the battle to force her to spare Florence, 
whidi, if she had had a statesman worthy of the name, or a 
tradition worth following, would have been razed to the ground. 
Her opportunity had come, but she did not dare to seize it. 
She spared Florence, and in less than ten years the lily 
blossomed amid her ruin. She claimed dominion, and 
having too often failed in war, now that the Germans had 
given her victory she proved unworthy of it. Montaperto 
was but the splendid heiald of an end too little glorious. 

The battle of Montaperto ensured the immediate triumph 
of Ghibellinism throughout Tuscany; from every dty the 
Guelfs were expelled, even from Lucca, and so far as Siena was 
concerned the treaty signed in November compelled Florence 
to renounce all her claims to Montaldno, Montepuldano, 
Caminglia, Staggia, and Poggibonsi, which Siena secured for 
hersdf. Her triumph, as I have said, like the triumph of 
Ghibellinism generally, was but shortlived. In 1 261, and again 
in 1262, the Pope excommimicated her, and the withdrawal of 
pi4[>al patronage, though only partial, was a great and a shrewd 
blow at her predominance. Misfortunes were showered upon 
her. In 1266 Manfred was killed at Benevento; in 1268 
Corradino, the last of the Hohenstaufen, was taken at 
Tagliacozzo and executed in Naples. The Ghibelline cause 
was dead; the battle of CoUe in the following year, when 
Florence avenged Montaperto, was but its funeral ; and when 
Henry VII, Dante's Emperor, entered Italy in 1310 it was but 
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its ghost Aat walked. That ghost, however, Siena was 
unable to greet After CoUe — ^was it to save her banks ? 
— she had become Guelf, thus riveting die chains Florence 
had put upon her; while for the admirable government of 
the Twenty-Four she substituted the oligarchy of the Nine in 
its many forms. The rest of her political history is a long 
decadence,' helped on by poverty, plague, and the ever-growing 
domination of the Republic of Florence. What she achieved 
in the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries was not political but 
artistic, and as such we shall consider it. When at long last 
she fell actually into the hands of Grand-Duke Cosimo she was 
helplessly paraljrzed, and all her protest was an hysterical flight, 
an almost painless weeping. 

' See note 7, p. 326. 



VIII 
SIENA 

THE PALAZZO PUBBLICO 

WHAT the Piazza Signoria is to Florence, Aat, and 
something more, the Piazza del Campo is to Siena : 
it is at once the most beautiful and the most characteristic 
thing in the dty. However one approaches it — and since it is 
set at the junction of the three hills on which Siena lies there 
are many ways of i4>inx)ach — ^it is always suddenly, with surprise 
one looks across that vast and beautiful space shaped like an 
open fan, enclosed on all sides by palaces, and radiating as it 
were from what one is often tempted, there at least, to pro- 
claim the most beautiful palace in Tuscany, the Palazzo 
PubblicO) with its marvellous bell-tower soaring so adven- 
turously, so confidently into the blue sky. 

This piazza so spacious in form, so strange in its colour and 
loveliness, is, as it always has been, the heart of Siena. For 
work or for play, for council or for pleasure, in time of foreign 
war or civil riot, here the Sienese have always assembled It 
was the market-place, the true piazza, the universal meeting- 
place of the city* But to-day it is almost deserted One by 
one it has lost its uses till now but one remains to it : it is still 
a playground when, in August, on the feast of the Assumption 
of the Blessed Virgin, the Palio is run there over the smooth 
bricks round the central space enclosed by the great pavement. 

Then, indeed, one may see the Piazza in all its glory, almost 
as it must have been when, as Boccaccio tells us, Dante 
Alighieri **lay with his breast uponabencb" outside one of the 
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little shops — it was an apothecary's — reading an ancient book 
which had just been placed in his hand, and heard nothing of 
the great tournament that *'was b^un and carried through 
there,'' as now, with ''a mighty din . • . and dances of fail 
ladies and sundry sports of youth.** 

But the Piazza is older far than Dante, as is the Palia It 
was here on the day of our Lady of August, in 1224, after the 
(all of Grosseto, that " the Siaiese for joy of the victory held 
high festival and lighted bonfires and closed the shops," while 
in 1260, after the Ghibdline victory of Montaperto, the 
men of Montalcino made there their submission before the 
carrocdo^ and wore "accepted as subjects of the Magnificent 
Commune of Siena." And it is Dante himself who shows us 
the proud Provenzano Salvani there begging for alms to 
ransom his friend — 

"... Per trow 1* amioo soo di pena." 

There, too, later were set up the gambling booths ** walled 
with branches" while in May, 1425, S. Bernardino [readied 
there in the presence of the Signoria to a congregation of 
some forty thousand persons. And when Siena was dying it 
was there were held those splendid tournaments and jousts 
that were in fact her funeral games. 

Nor is it only of such peaceful scenes as these that tiie 
Piazza has been a witness. It has seen much bloodshed and 
infinite cruelty. To name but two occasions: in October, 
1285, the Sienese mob lynched five poor wretches diere, and 
hanged other fifty-six " between Arbia and Bozzone " — ^this in 
the Guelf and Ghibelline quarrel But even so sh<^ a time 
ago as the year 1799 nineteen Jews, men and women, were 
burned alive there at the suggestion of certain Aretine priests, 
and with the help of Napoleon's Tree of Liberty that had been 
set up before the Fonte Gaia a few months before. 

But always, first and last, the Piazza was the market-place 
of the city ; it bq^ as just that, and it only ceased to fulfil 
this function in the year 1884. 

Thus the Piazza del Campo was the heart of Siena in which 
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the whole life of the cityt civil and religious, in war and in 
peace, was gathered and expressed : it is a heart that has 
almost ceased to beat. 

A quietness but seldom broken now fills the Piazza with an 
exquisite peace. It is the only silent place, I think, in a dty 
full of little noises beyond any other in Tuscany : the clai^ of 
metal on metal, the hammers of the coppersmiths that wake you 
so early, the plaintive cries high up among the old houses of 
innumerable swallows, the shouts of hawkers, the shrill voices of 
children, the songs and laughter and endless loud, free talk of a 
Latin people not yet dominated by the stupefying thund^ of 
machines. And so to pass from any one of the narrow, echoing 
streets of the dty into this beautiful desert is always to be 
suddenly alone — alone, and yet not alone, for out of this silence, 
actually golden for once where the sun seems to be enthroned, 
comes the voice of old Siena telling her wonderful tale. 

It is with that tragedy in your heart that you turn at last to 
the Palazzo Pubblico. It is a building of ^e thirteenth and 
early fourteenth centuries, added to in the fifteenth and again 
in the seventeenth, and its material is a beautiful and rich- 
coloured brick relieved in the window shafts by white marble. 
It is the first two stories of the central building which bdong 
to the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, the upper story 
and the two wings being additions. Decorated with the 
Balzana, the black and white shidd of Siena, in the midst of 
the facade are the arms of Grand-Duke Cosimo, whose lord- 
ship was the end of Siena as a free republic. Above is the 
beautiful monogram of Christ, set there by S. Bernardino; 
while over the door to the right is a statue, very small, of 
S. Ansano, a patron of the dty, since he converted it in the 
fourth century, and beneath, on dther side of the lion of the 
People, the Wolf of Rome, which we find again on a pillar 
dose by, marking the door as that of the Governors of the 
Republic as against that of the Podestit. 

On the other side of the Palace, to the left of the main 
palace, is a building like a fine portico— in fact, a chapel — the 
Cappella della Piazza, set up by the Commune in fulfilment of 
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a vow made in the Black Deadi of 1348, in which some eighty 
thousand persons perished, and from which Siena never reaUy 
recovered. Begun in 1352, it was finished, not easily, in 1376. 
About a century later, however, Antonio Federighi altered it, 
adding the whole of the upper structure with the frieze. The 
statues of tiie Apostles, only six of which were ever executed, 
are work, however, of the earlier time, and in their poverty of 
execution serve to remind us into what a state of decadence 
the plague had dirown the city. 

Above the chapel soars the Torre, which was b^un ten years 
before the Black Death, and was still unfinished when that 
awfiil pestilence depopulated the city. Begun by Minucdo 
and Francesco di Rinaldo of Perugia, it was continued by 
Agostino di Giovanni, while lippo Memmi, the brother-in4aw 
of Simone Martini, is said to have designed the crown. 

There b something in the Torre del Mangia' that is 
peculiariy Sienese. Whereas in looking at Giotto's tower 
in Florence, lik^ a tall lily beside the Duomo, we do in &ct 
"consider the lilies of the field," their candid beauty and 
humility, here we are reminded of something fearless, daring, 
and adventurous, as though into this one perfectly eiqiressive 
thing the very soul of Siena had passed — that soul which, 
mystical as it was beyond that of any other Tuscan city, was 
so often boastful too and unstable, a little hysterical in its 
strange spiritual loveliness, so that it too easily came to naught 
Something of all this we find almost everywhere in the city, 
and especially perhaps in the great unfulfilled boast of the 
Duomo, but nov^ere so subtilely and completely expressed as 
in this rose-coloured tower soaring over the roofs of Siena. 

It is at the other extremity of the fiafade, by the second 
door, that one enters the ground floor of the Palace. Within are 
the remains of fourteenth-century frescoes, and on the ceiling, 
more than that, a fine figure of our Lord among Cherubim, 
surrounded by the four Evangelists, from the hand of Bartolo 
di Fredi. Leaving this threshold, one is led by the custode 

' It b probably so caUed on aoooant of the mechanical fignre which used 
to strike the bells at the summit. 
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through various rooms. One sees a fresco of the Resurrection 
by Sodoma — and that will not detain us. Then in the Sala di 
Biccherna,' where the Proweditori, as the officials who presided 
in Bicchema — the Exchequer, as we might say — were called, 
we see one of the finest works of that fine painter, Sano di 
Pietro— surely his favourite subject, too, the Coronation of the 
Virgin. Painted in 1445, this exquisite fresco, so splendidly 
decorative, so altogether lovely, was contrived by Sano over 
the work of an earlier master, Lippo Vanni, whose signature 
still remains. Nor, as it happens, even so is the work altogether 
Sano's, for Domenico di Bartolo is said to have been the 
master who painted some of the chief figures, obviously not 
from Sano's hand. Close by is another work of Sano's, a 
figure of S. Bernardino of Siena. And just without the 
chamber is another, a damaged fresco of S. Pietro Alessandrino, 
Beato Ambrogio Sansedoni, and Beato Andrea Gallerani. 
And it is to Sano's work again we come — ^a head of S. Catherine 
— ^after passing through the Sala dei Matrimoni. 

In the Sala di Anagrafe close by we find the splendid work 
of Vecchietta, a fresco, his finest work here in Siena, of the 
Madonna of Mercy guarding with her cloak the people of 
the city, who kneel about her feet. Above is a world of 
angels, and to the right S. Martin divides his cloak with the 
beggar by the way. 

To reach the upper floors of the Palace it is necessary to 
return to the Piazza and to re-enter by the last door, beyond 
that by which we have come out. By this way we come at 
once to the second floor of the Palace. 

Immediately on the right is the great Sala delle Balestre or 
del Mappamondo, which holds Simone Martini's huge fresco 
of the Virgin and Child enthroned under a splendid canopy 
upheld by SS. Peter, Paul, and the two SS. John, in the midst 
of a choir of saints and angels. Before Madonna Siena, her 
own city, kneels in the person of its patron saints, Ansano, 
Vittore, Crescenzio, and Savino, and the whole fresco is 

« See W. Heywood, "A Pictorial Chronicle of Siena" (Siena, 1902), 
p. i6etseg, 
H 
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enclosed in a border of medallions and shields bearing the 
arms of the Commune and people. 

This vast piece is at once like a tapestry and a huge 
miniature. It was painted in 131 5, and restored by Simone 
himself, probably in 1320, when he renewed eight of the heads 
of the principal figures : to wit, S. Ansano, the two angels 
offering flowers, S. Crescenzio, S. Cadierine, the saintly woman 
opposite to her, and the Virgin and Child. It has in parts 
been restored at various later times, but substantially remains 
the very beautiful work of one of the most delightful of Sienese 
painters, and, indeed, the earliest of his works. 

The mastery that is perhi^ only promised in this great 
work has been achieved in the splendid equestrian portrait 
of Guidoriccio da Fogliano by the same artist on the opposite 
wall. It seems to have been finished before it was begun, so 
certain is it of itself and so confident in every gesture are that 
horse and its rider. Guidoriccio, the "Captain of war in 
Siena," is riding out of the Sienese camp to the a^;e of 
MontemassL In the background we see one of those Boiti- 
foik^ those strange ramparts and towers of wood which in 
those days one constructed when one besieged a town. But 
that is merely a curiosity of archaeology. What strikes us 
most in diis splendid work is die immortal gesture of life 
which it exinresses as surely as any work by Titian or Velas- 
quez could do. Nor is it without a certain dramatic quality, 
poetical and beautiful — that imposing figure so full of almost 
regal dignity thrown against the dark sky, its irresistible 
advance, its proud gesture of absolute command and certainty. 
And with this, like a true Sienese, Simone has contrived that 
his work should be not merely realistic but perfectly decorated : 
even here, if you will, you have but a pattern of colours on the 
wall, a sudden glance of light, a miraculous gift of the sun. 

Under this portrait hangs the soK:alled Guido da Siena, a 
Madonna which bears the date 1221. The picture is perhaps 
less genuine than the signature, which has excited numberless 
suspicions. On either side of it are frescoes by Sodoma of 
two of the patrons of Siena — S. Ansano, baptizing the Sienese, 
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and S. Vittore, and the Blessed Bernardo Tolomei, who 
founded the Olivetan congregation. Happily they are among 
his better and more virile works, and do not disgust ik in the 
{vesence of Simone. 

On the long side waU are two almost anonymous battle* 
scenes in monochrome. The finer, to the left, represents 
the victory of the Sienese at Torrita in 1363, when Messer 
Cecodo degli Orsini of Rome, in command of the Sienese, 
attacked against the orders of the magistrates. The other 
shows us the battle of Poggio Imperiale, near P(^;gibonsi, 
fought more than a hundred years later, in 1479, when Siena, 
after the fieulure of the Pazzi conspiracy, sided with the Pope 
and the King of Naples against Florence and Milan, and won 
this victory under the Duke of Calabria. 

Leaving the Sala delle Balestre we pass into the Sala dei 
Nove, the Hall of the Nine, or, as it was later called, the Sala 
della Pace. And here we are in the presence of Ambrogio 
Lorenzetti, whose fiBimous frescoes, completed in 1339, cover 
three of its walls. It is with the results of Good and of Bad 
Government that he deals. The best preserved of these 
works is that opposite the window; unhappily a door cuts 
off a part of its right comer. 

Above, high up on the left, we see a half figure of Wisdom 
hovering, crowned and wearing a veil. In her left hand is a 
red book, in her right she holds a huge balance, whose beam 
rests on the head of Justice, who looks up into the eyes 
of Wisdom as though for inspiration. In the scales to the 
left is a winged angel, who bends to decapitate a kneeling 
man, and places a crown on the head of one who prays. 
From the scale to the right another angel leans and dips 
one hand into a box held by a kneeling figure, while he 
gives a lance and a sword to another, kneeling too. This 
obscure and confused allegory would appear to express 
distributive Justice inspired by Wisdom dealing out death to 
the wicked and benediction to the good ; while commutative 
Justice aids one with money and another with weapons. It 
matters little to us, perhaps, what the meaning may be. We 
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are consoled for our dullness by the delight we feel at that 
figure of Justice, one of the finest efibrts of Sienese art. 

But I hare not half described the picture. Beneath the 
figure of Justice sits Concord, scarcely less noble, holding in 
her left hand two cords, which are tied around the waists of 
the angels in the scales. One is red, the other white. These 
cords she passes to a small personage near by, who hands them 
on to his neighbour, who does the like, a procession of twenty- 
four persons being thus formed which advances to the vast 
throne on the right whereon is seated the Commune of Siena 
— a splendid figure of a man in middle age, who holds in the 
right hand a sceptre, in the left a seal or disk bearing the 
image of the Blessed Virgin, the Protectress and Liege Lady 
of the city. Above the throne hover figures of Faith, Hope, 
and Charity, and to its right and left are seated those mar- 
vellous figures of Prudence, Fortitude, Peace, Magnanimity, 
Temperance, and Legal Justice : Peace being indeed, as she is, 
the most lovely of them all. Beneath the throne are the Wolf 
and Romulus and Kemus, and armed men on foot and horse- 
back and others offering tribute, and again others bound in 
fetters. The allegory would seem to suggest that if Justice 
inspired by Wisdom be followed she idll induce Concord, 
which in her turn will lead men to live in fellowship under 
the benign sway of the Commune of Siena, supported by 
Prudence, Fortitude, Peace, and their sisters. 

And this lesson is emphasised in the two frescoes to right 
and left That on the right shows us the effect of Good 
Government. In the city all is gay and prosperous ; girls 
dance the rigoletio^ knights and their fair ladies ride joyfully 
through the streets, while without we see a smiling country- 
side full of happiness, and peasants who bring their produce 
to the city gate. Over all abides Security, with a scroll and a 
gallows. 

On the left wall we see the effects of Bad Government, 
under the monstrous figure of Tyranny, whose left foot rests on 
a goat Above are Greed, Pride, and Vainglory ; and beside 
him Fraud, Treason, Cruelty, Fury, Division, and War. 
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Beneath, Justice is cast down and bound, while in the city 
murder and rapine walk the streets, and without the fields 
are bare ; and over all abides Fear half-naked, a drawn sword 
in her hand. 

The allegory here is sufficiently obvious. It is a pity that 
the decorative value of these frescoes is not so fine as the 
detail which their didactic purpose demanded. 

To reach the chapel it is necessary first to return to the 
Sala del Mappamondo, out of which it opens. It is for the sake 
of Taddeo Bartoli one comes here, who began to paint in the 
chapel in 1407. The work in the antechapd — those allegorical 
frescoes — was dof^e seven years later. The frescoes in the 
cfaapd itself consist of the figures of various saints and of 
four scenes from the life of the Blessed Virgin — her Farewell, 
her Death, her Funeral, and her Assumption. In the last, 
which is the best of his works here, we see against the glow 
of the sunset the city of Siena in all her deUcate beauty. 

Taddeo di Bartolo was bom in 1363. The pupil of a feeble 
master, Bartolo di Fredi, he was at twenty-two years of age 
employed in the Duomo, but his best work in Siena was not 
done till at over forty years of age he began these frescoes, 
and painted in 1409 the great Annunciation now in the Belle 
Arti, and in 1413 the polyptych of the Osservanza, finishing 
both the latter while he was engaged on the frescoes in the 
chapel and antechapel here in the Palazzo Pubblico. Between 
his employment in 1385 in the Duomo and his work here, 
begun in 1407, he had been something of a traveller. In 
1390 he was in Pisa, in 1393 in Genoa, in 1395 in Pisa again, 
where, indeed, he remained for some years, painting in S. 
Francesco. In 1400 and 1401, however, we find him in 
Montepulciano at work on the Last Judgment in the Duomo 
there, where he contrived his great re^os^ consisting of the 
Annunciation, the Coronation, and the Assumption of the 
Blessed Virgin. In 1403 he went to Perugia, after briefly 
visiting Siena, where he worked in S. Francesco and S. 
Agostino^ and, according to Vasari, in S. Domenico, where 
he painted some firescoes of the life of S. Catherine. He had, 
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thereforei seen something of the world and of the art of 
Tuscany when, in 1405, he returned to his native city ; and 
two years later, as we have seen, began to work in the chapel 
of the Palazzo Pubblico. 

Passing from the chapel through the Sala dei Cardinali, 
where hang a panel of the Virgin and Child with Angels by 
Cozzarelli, dated 1484, and two small pictures of scenes in 
the life of S. Bemardmo by Vecchietta, we come to the Sala 
della Balia, which Spinello Aretino in his old age, with the 
assistance of his son, painted with scenes from the life of 
the l^oiese Pope, Alexander III. It was Caterino G>rsino, 
Operaio of the Duomo of Siena, who in 1404 persuaded 
Spinello Aretino to forsake Arezzo and to come to Siena to 
work there. The work of foreign artists is so rare in Siena 
that we cannot but notice these frescoes. Spmello and his 
son Parri arrived in Siena in October, 1404, and laboured 
there till the end of the summer of 1405. For eleven months 
they worked in the Duomo, but nothing is left to us of all 
their labour. They returned to Florence, but two years later, 
in March, 1407-8, they returned to Siena to paint these 
frescoes of the Sala di Balia, in company with Martino di 
Bartolommeo, who worked on the ceiling. 

Spinello's frescoes, in painting which he was doubtless 
much assisted by his son, are concerned really with the heroic 
story of the Venetian campaign against Frederidc Barbarossa : 
in this campaign legend assigns to Orlando Bandinelli, later 
Pope Alexander. Ill, an heroic share. So successful are these 
frescoes in composition, colour, and movement that they may 
stand as the masterpiece of a man who was not the least 
among the better followers of Giotto. And, in fact, where 
else in work of that time shall we find the living splendour of 
the scene representing a naval fight, or the grace of that in 
which the Pope arms the Doge surrounded by his guard, or 
the triumphant joy of that in which we see the victoxioua 
Pope, his mule led by the humbled Emperor? 

From the Sala di Balia we enter a corridor, where at die 
end is that unique thing, a beaco by Nerocdo-rof the Virgin 
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and Child enthroned. Hence we climb to the top floor of 
the Palace, where after all the best of all awaits us — not 
the great ruined fresco of the Virgin and Child there by 
Ambrogio Lorenzetti, but the yery world itself, the vast 
contado of Siena, hill and yalley and desert stretching away 
to where, in the evening mist, maybe, the pure, serene 
outline of Mont* Amiata rises into the sky on the verge 
of the Patrimony, on the confines of Umbria, on the road to 
Rome. He who has once seen that majesty will never forget 
it It seems to seal every one of the days one spends in 
Siena, or in the little cities to the south that were once her 
vassals. From here you may count them all : only you will 
not You will look only at that mountain whose crest, shaped 
like the crescent moon, bears as of right the symbol of Mary, 
and in silence you will await the sunset And as the bells 
once more^ as of dd, ring the Angelus, you will remind your- 
self, perhaps after many days of fcMrgetfulness, of those things 
which alone have any reality — 

"Ave Maiio, gratk plena» 
Dominus tecum : 
Benedicta tu in molieribus, 
£t benedictos fructus ventiis ttii 
Jesus. 

Sancta Maria, Mater Dei, 
Oia pro nobis peocatoribos, 
Nunc et in hora mortis nostrae. 

Amen." 



IX 
SIENA 

CATHEDRAL GROUP 

THE Piazza dd Doomo of Siena differs both from diat 
of Florence and from that of Pisa, for it is neither 
the centre of the life of the city like the former, nor a thing 
apart, a mere or a meadow of faery like the latter; yet it has 
the silence of Pisa and the domination of Flcnrence. Set on 
what may well be the highest point of the triune hill on which 
Siena stands, and which is made one in the Piazza del Campo, 
the Cathedral of S. Maria Assunta dominates the whole dty, 
casting its shadow over it at sunrise and at sunset ; yet it is 
withdrawn, surrounded by silence, and separate altogether 
from those narrow streets so full of noise and business, in 
which, nevertheless, everywhere its presence may be felt It 
is, in fact, and in a more particular sense than ia any other 
cathediral in the world, the votive shrine erected by the people of 
Siena to their guardian and liege lady, the Blessed Virgin Mary. 
It is a citadel, too, in which long and long ago Siena placed 
all her hope, her pride, and her love. However you may 
come to it, whether by the Via di Cittk and the Via dd 
Capitano from the Campo, or by the Via dd Fosso di S. 
Ansano from the Porta Laterina, or by the steps or by the 
Via del Poggiolo from the Piazza di S. Giovanni, you must 
go up, you must climb to that sunlit piazza which surrounds 
this shrine always with so mysteriously dazzling a space of 
silence. 

And this quietness, so grateful to us of the modem world, 

104 
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who liye perforce continually in a kind of hideous and useless 
noise, has the colour of fire and of gold — the whiteness of fire, 
the golden splendour of gold. 

As you come into the Piazza up the steps from the Piazza 
di S. Giovanni, beside you on your right stretches the whole 
length of the nave of the Cathedral, on your left rises the 
great palace of the Opera ; beside it opens a long piazza, set 
here and there with numerous arches of white marble that 
look like ruins. Before you, dosing another larger piazza, 
rises the golden white Ospedale di S. Maria della Scala, and 
everywhere around you is a v&st and beautiftd space full of 
the sun. 

All this has in it something of a miracle. It is only 
when, having crossed that sunlit space, you turn before the 
Ospedale to face the Cathedral, that you are aware of a sudden 
disappointment 

In so many of the cathedrals of Italy the fiEi9ade has little or 
no relation to the church which lies behind it; and here in 
Siena it might seem we have the most flagrant example of this 
&ult The fagade of the Duomo of Orvieto, it is true, errs 
in the same way, though not so manifestly, for there at least 
the noble central door, so much larger than its fellows on 
either side, emphasises the importance of the nave over the 
aisles, while here the three doors are of equal height But this 
is by no means the only cause of Siena's inferiority. As a 
facade pure and simple, that of Orvieto is noble and lovely 
in design, in decoration, and in colour. That of Siena is 
feeble in design, it suffers from too much decoration, and 
this of a mean sort; and who but a fanatic can admire its 
colour ? It flails everjrwhere in comparison with the work of 
Orvieto — ^it fails in order and in beauty. And if in its com- 
pleteness it may not be compared with its sister at Orvieto, 
it £uls, too, in its detail. At Orvieto sculpture has, with very 
happy effect, been more sparingly used, but what there is, is 
of a better and nobler kind. And this was the result of the 
decline of the Pisan school. The only really satisfieictory 
church builders in Italy before the fifteenth century, the Pisans, 
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possessed, too, the only school of scalptore. When Lorenzo 
del Maitano, the pupil of Giovanni Pisano, designed the 
is^qade of Orvieto, the Pisan influence was still living; he 
woriced mainly in relief. But when fifty years later, perhaps 
under Ftench influence, the Pisan tradition was waning, the 
facade of Siena was decorated not in relief, but with a host of 
figures whose efiect, so splendid in the grey stone of Chartres, 
is almost grotesque in the dazzling marble of Siena. Nor is 
this all. At Orvieto we find the fii^ade clothed with monic, 
while at Siena only the gables have any colour. Thus struc- 
turally, in design also, and in colour it is a fiulure, lacking 
in a due sense of proportion, in order, and in repose, so that 
what effectiveness it has — and no one can daiy it a certain 
element of surprise, and even wonder — soon wearies us^ till we 
come to disrqa^ard it altogether as a mere ineffectual boast, 
a thing without sincerity or joy, set for pride before the church 
of Madonna. And since the &fade has, in fiict, so little 
relation to the church it hides, let us consider that churdi 
without it 

This hill on which the Cathedral stands, according to tradi- 
tion, has always been sacred to some deity. And even as it 
is said that on the holy island of Thomey, where our Abbey 
now stands in Westminster, there was once a temple of Apollo, 
so here, where now rises this church of the Madonna Assunta, 
there once stood a temple to Minerva. Peed, the old Si^iese 
historian, tells us that the first Christian building was erected 
here in the eighth or ninth century, when it became the centre 
of religion in Siena, for the earlier Cathedral had stood in 
Castelvecchio. In the twelfth century, too, we hear that the 
Sienese Pope, Alexander III, consecrated the second churdi 
upon this hill. But the building we now see bdongs to the 
thirteenth century. 

It was begun, according to Malavolti, in 1245, and in the 
following year we have documentary evidence that money was 
being spent on it. In 1257 we know that a certain monk of 
S. Galgano, a Cisterdan, wasOperaio here, and two years later 
was succeeded by another monk of the same monastery, a 
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certain Melano. He repaired the work of his predecessors, 
and added to it, and in 1266 Niccola Pisano came to Siena to 
set up within its walls his great pulpit. The Cathedral, shorter 
than the building we see by two bajrs, was finished, with the 
exception of the fafade and the present choir, in the following 
year. 

In those very years almost our Abbey of Westminster was 
built by Henry III. It was in isso that he began the new 
Lady chapel, and a little later set about rebuilding the whole 
church. In 1260, two years after the dedication of the 
Cathedral of Siena, Westminster Abbey was consecrated. So 
did the Sienese, and so the English. 

But it is ill comparing work so essentially different If we 
may not name the Cathedral of Siena in the same breath with 
the Abbey, it is not only because the Italians were poor at 
construction, and expressed themselves less perfectly in stone ; 
it is because one may not compare two essentially (Ufferent 
things. The Italians were poor at construction : let us admit 
it. Here in Siena, as elsewhere, we read of the repairs which 
had to be made in the &bric owing to the lack of constnictiTe 
skilL But it is impossible to deny that they were aUe to 
express themselves perfectly in Architecture as in literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Chily when we consider any work of 
art it is necessary to remember the intention of the artbt and 
the demands his material made upon him ; and the latter is 
not less, but perhaps more, important than the former. 

The aim of every Latin builder has always been to express 
light and space ; this was a condition of his noble climate, 
and it was his priceless inheritance from the Romans. For 
this purpose he had at hand two materials — brick and marble. 
So long as the Roman tradition was indeed living in the 
hearts of mai, so long as the round arch endured, space and 
light were the natural aims of a builder, space everywhere, and 
light where light was to be had. But when the northern soul 
was bom where light, serene^ pure, and q>acious light, was 
not to be had at all, or to be had only rarely; where marble 
was not to be found, but where stone might be won from the 
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always far-away hills, a new aim, a new intuition was bom 
into the world. The Gothic style, as we loosely call it, the 
pointed style, the style that has as its essentials height and 
vast traceried and coloured windows, was bom in the tie de 
France. It disr^;arded space, for space was everywhere about 
it, and light — the light of Italy — ^was not to be had. What 
was needed in the great plains of Northem Europe, where 
there are no mountains, was height and the effect of height — 
the dim, fiur-away arches, the steep roofs, the vast height and 
the effect of height we find in a Gothic church, and the glory 
of light that takes its fire and colour, not from the pale sky, 
but from the burning glass of the tall, narrow windows. Out 
of these needs was bom the Gothic style. 

Now conceive this emotion, this idea, this style gradually 
brought to the consciousness of the South, of Italy. The 
result could not but be a disaster. Out of Lombardy there 
are no plains in Italy; everywhere there are mountains. 
Height was not needed. There is no height, there never 
has been, in the buildings of Rome, because when we lift 
up our eyes we may see the hills ; but consider what London 
has become without the effect of it; nay, consider what 
beauty London must have held when she had it, as she once 
had, wh^i, in fjeict, she was a Gothic city. 

But this Gothic emotion, so admirable and so wonderfully 
lovely in its result in the North, was not to be denied in the 
South either, where, in fact, it was a disaster. Hiere, where 
everywhere there was height and colour and outline, one 
began to forsake the old manner for this new desire, which, 
there, can have been nothing more than an affectation and a 
£urce. And to complicate what was already fiur from easy 
to understand or to feel in the sun — indeed, the Italian never 
did understand the principles of Gothic constraction — the 
builder had to achieve his end, not with the grey stone of the 
North, so full of harmony with the grey sky there and the long 
winto-, but with warm brick or with marble. So that if his aim 
was the same as that of the builders of Chartres or Amiens 
or Westminster, he had to achieve it with a dazzling white 
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or black or rosy marble that reflected the southern light, 
already overpowering, and on which every crocket and tracery 
s{^ead a laoework of black shadows. The result was a fore- 
gone failure — ^in fact, the aim was never achieved save at 
Milan, where the vast plains of Lombardy help to hide the 
grotesque efiect as of a bride cake that the sun and the marble 
mountains had forced a Gothic cathedral to become in the 
south. Italian architecture only came to its own again when 
the Renaissance returned to Rome with the round arch. 

If, then, one is disaf^inted — and who is not disappointed ? — 
in the front of the Cathedral of Siena, it is because it is 
built with much of the intention of Gothic architecture, with 
more of that intention than is to be found in any other 
cathedral, I think, south of the Apennines, with more, 
certainly, than is discernible at Florence, where the effect is 
very noble indeed, and, in fact, almost successful. 

Who the architect may have been who designed this church 
we shall never know. At any rate he was very far from under- 
standing the art of the French builders. As I have said, his 
constructive ability was as weak as was that of most Italian 
builders of his time, and his love of decoration, of the rich 
effect of different-coloured marbles, was altogether at variance 
with the style in which he had chosen or was compelled to 
work. Thus the church, completed in 1267, was rather 
astonishing than lovely, rather a tour de force than a work 
of art. 

That the work was a failure seems to have been realized 
by the Sienese within fifty years of its achievement. The 
Cathedral of Florence promised to be not only larger, but 
more beautiful than theirs; and Orvieto, too, was already 
at work. They began by adding here and there to the 
church. They pulled down the old baptistery which stood 
to the right of the facade, and in 1315 built the new 
baptistery we know to the east, and beneath the Duomo. At 
the same time they b^^an a choir above the bapistery, whose 
roof served as floor for it. But before they had gone isj with 
the work, in 1322 it was pronounced to be unstable by 
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Lorenzo del Maitano, the great Sienese who was Opeiaio 
at Orvieto. It was then proposed to build a pew church, 
"beautifuly large, and splendid, fine in its proportions of 
length, height, and breadth, and in all its parts." This scheme, 
as may be imagined, was strongly opposed by those who 
?rished only to add to the old chorch. Their party was in 
power, and remained in power till 1339, when Maitano's scheme 
was at last adopted, and a vast church planned, of which the 
old building — ^the present church — ^was to form the transepts. 
Lando di Pietro, the Sienese architect, then in the employ- 
ment of King Robert of Naples, was recalled, and the fix^ 
stone of the great new nave was laid in February, 1340. 

But the work then b^;un soon proved beyond the power or 
the wealth of Siena, for it soon iMX)ved to be impossible to use 
the old church at all. It was necessary to build this vast 
temple entirely anew from the foundations. The work pny- 
ceeded apace even in ^ite of the Plague of 1348. But it 
was that which killed it at last, for it half-depopulated Siena. 
The merchants were ruined, the city divided against itself, the 
energies which should have gone to the building of the 
Cathedral were absorbed by the struggle for exi^^ice or 
the petty and bitter politics of the factions. Then it was 
discovered that certain fatal defects in constructicm were 
already declaring themselves in what had been begun of the 
new building. Florentine architects were called in. They 
found the piers too light for the vast vaults, and advised a 
reconstruction. When this was known the Operaio, the 
Sienese Domenico d' Agostino, advised that the old Cathedral 
should be allowed to remain, and that the choir above S. 
Giovanni should be finished; and though he by no means 
abandoned hope of finishing the new Cathedral, he asserted 
that it would take a hundred years to build. 

In 1357 the unsafe parts of the new building were removed. 
The great days of Siena were over, and the new church was 
then tacitly abandoned. 

Meanwhile work proceeded on the old Cathedral In 1370 
the choir was finished, and in the same year the piazza before 
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the chmch was enlarged by the removal of the loggia of the 
Bisb(^'s palace.' In 1374 it was decided to length^i the 
nave by two bajrs, and these were finished in 1377, when 
Bartolommeo di Tomm^ and other sculptors began to work 
on the £Ei^ade. By 1380 or 1381 the fagade, which had been 
inspired by the greatest work of the Sienese sculptor, Lorenxo 
del Maitano, at Orvieto, was finished. The beautiful eastern 
fa^ide was then taken in hand, and built after a design by 
Giacomo di Mino di Neri del PeUidaia 

A hundred years later Giovanni di Ste&no built the small 
baptbtery in the north transept. In 1495 ^ Piccolomini 
library was added, and the only addition made to the 
Cathedral since then is the Cappella del Voto in the south 
transept, which was added by Alexander VII in 1661. 

If one is always disappointed with the faqaide of the 
Cathedral, what is one's final impression of the interior ? At 
first certainly you are bewildered and confused by those bands 
of black and white marUe which so unfortunately diminish the 
spaciousness of what is, after all, a very spacious building ; 
they halve its height and breadth and rob it of its dignity. 
But when, if ever, you have become accustomed to this 
oddity, you recognise that what charms you in a building full 
of contradictions is that in it which carries out the idea of all 
Latin building, an e£tect, yes, in spite of every sort of handi- 
cap, an efiiect of light and space, not so splendid certainly as 
you will find in such masterpieces as the Cathedrals of Pisa 
and Lucca or in the Church of S. Croce in Florence, but light 
and space nevertheless, here where the fundamental feeling is 
rather Romanesque than Gothic, the predominating lines hori- 
zontal rather than perpendicular ; and the decorations of the 
church, mainly of the Renaissance as they are, confirm the 
impression we receive from the building itself. 

But if the Cathedral of Siena as a building pure and simple 
holds its own hardly with its sisters of Pisa, Lucca, and 
Florence, it compares very favourably with any one of them 

> Cf. R. Langton Douglas, " A History of Siena " (Munay, 1902), p. 279 
and App. i* 
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in regBod to the treasures it possesses. The very pavemeDt is 
a work of art, one of the most notable in the city, and, indeed, 
unique in Italy. It was the labour of centuries. B^;un 
before the close of the fourteenth century, it was still incom- 
plete when the sixteenth was half passed away. Among the 
masters who designed subjects for this extraordinary mosaic 
are found Giovanni di Ste£u}0, Federighi, Domenico di 
Bartoli, Benvenuto di Giovanni, Matteo di Giovanni, Neroccio, 
Cozzarelli, Pintoricchio, Beccafiimi, and probably Francesco di 
Giorgio.' This wonderful pavement is spread like the richest 
of carpets down the length of the nave. 

We come upon the lovely work of Federighi again at the 
very entrance to the nave in two holy-water basins, and on 
that of Neroccio, always so full of charm, in the tomb of 
Bishop Tommaso Piccolomini (1483), in the south aisle, close 
to the door of the Campanile. Beneath are bas-reliefs by 
Urbano da Cortona, another of the "pavement masters," 
representing scenes from the life of the Blessed Virgin. 

Close by is the Cappella del Voto, added, as I have said, in 
1 66 1. The building of this chapel closed the ancient and 
famous Porta del Perdono. It was built as a shrine for the ancient 
Madonna del Voto, " she who hearkened unto the people of 
Siena what time the Florentines were routed at Montaperto,** 
and who, according to Mr. Heywood and the Sienese, is still 
full of miracles. She is invoked by the city or the peasants 
of the contado to-day chiefly in the matter of the weather. Mr. 
Heywood ' recounts from his own experience how the mere 
unveiling of bur Lady saved Siena from flood in 190a when 
Rome was drowned. But a later story I have heard would 
seem to the profane, or at least to a Florentine, to throw some 
doubt on the present efficacy of the Advocata Senensium. 
For it was told me that not long since the whole Senese was 
sufiering from drought, and this for so long a time that at last 

' It is impossible here to enter into the details of this extraordinary and 
detailed work. The reader is referred to the excellent handbook of Mr. 
R. H. Hobart Cust, "The Pavement Masters of Siena." 

* '* A Pictorial Chronicle of Siena " (Torrini, Siena, 1902), p. 64. 
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the peasants demanded that die Madonna del Voto should be 
unveiled. Thdr priests besought leave of the Archbishop, 
who shook his head. ^^Patienta^ says he, ^^patienza miei 
igHuoH/^ Doubtless it is easier to prate of patience in the 
Episcopal Palace of Siena than to ensue it as you watch your 
vines die in the contado. However that may be^ the peasants 
sent again to the Archbishop, who, tapping his new aneroid 
barometer, gravdy shocdc his head. " Unveil her if you must," 
sayshe^ **batif you do you will make a fool of your Madonna." 
It was only when at last the glass began to fedl that with the 
greatest readiness he gave omsent, saying, *' Unveil her nowif 
you will, for she will certainly hear the cries of her children." 
Now whether or no ^e has fallen as low as that I am 
ignoiant ; but diat the Madonna del Voto has played a great 
part in the story of Siena is not to be gainsaid. It was to her 
on the eve of Montaperto, i^n Siena was in great fear of her 
life, not foreseeing her victory, that Buonaguida the Syndic, 
''stripped to his shirt, barefooted and bareheaded, with a rope 
around his neck, came forth into the presence of all the citi- 
zens, and in his shirt betook himself to the Duomo." There, 
before the Madonna del Voto, in the presence of the Bishop 
and all the pec^le of Siena, he dedicated the dty to the 
Blessed Virgin, saying : " Gracious Virgin, Queen of Heaven, 
Mother of Sinners, to thee I, a miserable sinner, give, grant, 
and recommend this dty and the contado of Siena. And I 
pray thee, Mother of Heavoi, diat thou wilt be pleased to 
accept it, although to one so powerful as thou art it is but a 
little gift. And likewise I pray and supplicate thee to guard, 
free^ and defoid our dty fix>m the hands of our enemies the 
Floientines, and from whosoever may desire to injure us 
or to bring upon us anguish and destruction."' Thus 
Siena was dedicated to the Virgin, and this so wholly and 
entirdy that it is said the white and black striped marble of 

* Sec W. Heywood, " Palio and Ponte " (Methucn, 1904)1 p. 31. There 
fbUowed a "very beautiful sennon *' from Messer the Bishop, and a pro- 
cession from one church to another. I repeat the fieicts here for the sake 
of the reader, see s%^ra^ pp. 85 9t s§q, 
I 
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the Duomo, the Bakana, the black and white banners of the 
Commune, are but emblems of her purity and humility, or of 
those joyful and sorrowful mysteries whereby, as she told 
S. Bridget, '^her life was ever divided between happiness and 
grief." « 

Four times besides was the dty tededicated — in 1483 when 
she was threatened by the exiles, in 1526 before the battle of 
Camollia, in 1550 when the Spaniards were at hand, and again 
in 1555 when Charles V and Cosimo I were about to put an 
end to her indq)endence. 

In 1260, at the time of the first dedication, the high altar 
still stood beneath the cupola, and oyer it was set Ducdo's 
great Majestas, that, alas I b now imprisoned in the Opera del 
DuomOk It was not hefote this iparveUous altarpiece, how- 
ever, that Buonaguida knelt, bat b^Die the Madonna del VotOi 
then in the Cappella di S. Boni&zio. 

The present high altar was set up in the sixteenth century, 
and in a new place. Upon it now stands Vecchietta's sploidid 
bronze tabernacle, while on either side kneel Giovanni di 
Stefiano*s angels, and below them the lovelier statues of Fran- 
cesco di Giorgio. No praise can be too fine for them. 
Around them, against the columns, is the work of Beccafumi 
in bronze. 

In the right transept we come upon the monument of him 
who built the Cappella dd Voto—Alexander VII, Fabio 
Chigi — beside diat of another and earlier Sienese Pope, 
Alexander III. 

Turning now to the sacristy, we find there two panels of 
S. Bernardino ; in one, by Sano di Pietro^ he is preaching 
befpre the Palazzo Pubblico. The picture of the Madonna 
is by Pacchiarotto. 

But the finest and most interesting work of art in the 
Cathedral is the pulpit by Niccolb Pisana He recdved the 
order for this splendid work on Michadmas Day, 1265, and, 
thanks to the help of Amolfo and his son Giovanni and others, 
he was able to begin it on i March, ia66, and to complete it 

' Cf. W. Uesrwood, cp, cit.^ p. 4a 
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in November, 1268. The plan is the same as that for the 
pulpit in the Baptistery of Pisa, but the work is richer and 
more clairvoyant. Octagonal in form, it possesses two more 
bas-reliefs than the pulpit of the Pisan baptistery, namely, the 
Massacre of the Innocents and a second scene of the Last 
Judgment But in every relief we find a more dramatic life 
and an art more naturalistic than in the earlier work. It is a 
masterpiece a little uncertain of itself perhaps, but full of 
a new promise of joy. The unfortunate addition of the steps 
was made by Riccio at the end of the sixteenth century. 

Close to the pulpit is the Cappella di S. Ansano. V^thin 
is the magnificent bronce tomb of Bishop Peed, made in 1426 
by Donatello. It is a triumph of technique^ exquisite in 
workmanship and colour, keq)ing about it too, in spite of the 
worn sur£Eu:e, a sense of calm and repose not always to be 
found in Donatello's monuments. 

The north transept holds nothing of interest, but the 
Cappella di S. Giovanni next to it was built by Giovanni 
di Stefano, and within there is a reliquary containing, as it is 
said, an arm of John Baptbt, presented to Siena by Pius II. 
What, however, will no doubt detain us longer is the magni- 
ficent statue of the saint by Donatella Very close to the 
statues of the same saint, which are now in Venice and 
Berlin, and having much in common with the wonderful 
Magdalen of the Baptistery at Florence, the S. John of Siena 
is an embodiment of that voice crying in the vrildemess 
which seems to have haunted Donatello so persistently. On 
either side is a statue of S. Ansano and S. Catherine of 
Alexandria, the one a feeble work by Giovanni di Stefano, the 
other a wonderftil but unfinished masterpiece by Neroccio. 
This chapel was the smaller baptistery, and the font is notable : 
its reliefs are the work of Federighi, and are concerned with 
Adam and Eve and the Garden of Eden — ^the garden of the 
Hesperides, it seems, fot two labours of Hercules close the 
series. On the walls are frescoes by Pintoricchio and his 
pupils, representing Alberto Aringhieri as a young knight 
keeping vigil, and as a knight of Rhodes. Opposite is the 



ii6 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

Birth of the Bqjtist. The two frescoes over the door are the 
work of Peni2zi. 

The Piccdomini &mily, one of whose sons, Pius II, gave 
its relic to the chapel of S. Giovanni, has its monument in the 
north aisle at the fourth altar, the framework of which was 
designed by Andrea Bregno (1485). Four of the statues 
which adorn it are said to be from the hand of Michelangelo, 
namely, S. Peter, S. Paul, Pius, and S. Gr^ory. Fine as they 
are, they but doubtfully come from the hand of the great 
Florentine. 

Cardinal Francesco Piccolomini, who commissioned tiiis 
altar, built also the famous Libreria, close by, to hold the 
manuscripts left him by his uncle, Pius II. The library is, 
then, really a monument to the great humanist P<^ who 
canonized S. Catherine of Siena. The bronze doors were 
made by Antoniolo Ormanni. Over them is a fine fresco by 
Pintoricchio of the Coronation of Cardinal Francesco as 
Pius III. Within are the ten splendid firescoes of the life of 
Pius II by Pintoricchio. 

Pius II was bom in 1405. He was an adventurer of fine 
character, but an adventurer. He had no great convictions, 
but, unlike so many who are without them, he was capable of 
learning from experience. And then, if he was without con- 
victions, he was also without prejudices. He made the most 
of life in no vulgar way, but with a success that proves his 
st^)eriority. He was not one to mould the world, but to use 
it and to enjoy it noUy. His early life is said to have been 
disorderly. He wrote mudi sensuous and even licentious 
verse, and a iK>vel that might have come from the hand of 
Boccaccio in a moment of ennui. At twenty-six he became 
secretary to the Bishop of Fermo at the Council of Basle. 
There he made his reputation, and in the years between 143a 
and 1435 b^ "^^^ employed on missions in England, Scotland, 
and Germany. He then followed Frederic III, reformed his 
life, took 0rd«3, reconciled himself to the Pope, and was 
created Bishop of Trieste, and, returning to Italy in 1456, he 
became Cardinal of Siena. On the death of Calixtus III, two 
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years later, he was dected Pope, and, in reference to his name 
of i£neas, took the title of Pius II. His reign was dis- 
appointing ; it revealed his want of conviction and his oppor- 
tunism. Instead of forming that confederation of Europe 
against the Turks which was the most essential duty of 
Christendom at the time, he wasted himself, his eloquence — 
which was considerable — and his material power — which was 
small — in breaking the unruly barons of the Romagna and the 
Marche, and with a petty personal spite quite unworthy of 
him, and, iixieed, unlike him, burnt Sigismondo Malatesta in 
effigy in Rome. The effort to regain Constantinople, worthy 
of all his energy, came to nothing, and, as though in remorse 
for his fiEulure, we see him at last, feeble and suffering, borne 
to Ancona on a litter to bless and encourage the half-hearted 
and bdated Crusade. There he died in August, 1464. Look- 
ing back on his life now, it is as a scholar and a humanist he 
chiefly appeals to us. His Commentaries are full of human 
pages and a real love of Nature that in the men of his day 
was only to be found again in Lorenzo de' Medici and Leon 
Alberti. He was a mixture more strange than rare, of weak- 
ness and strength, of a vanity and an idealism truly Sienese. 
He erred, but he did not deceive himself; he did not try to 
make himself out nobler than he was ; and for his sincerity 
and his frankness we respect him, so that his very incon- 
sistencies come at last to seem the most real things about him, 
and his thou^ts about life, so plentifully recorded, really spon- 
taneous impressions, are valuable to us on that account. And 
last, but not least, he had the courage of his opinions — he 
canonized S. Catherine. 

The frescoes which Pintoricchio painted to illustrate Pius' 
life b^jin on the right with that in which we see him starting 
for the Council of Basle with Cardinal Capranica. In the 
second we see him at the Court of James I of Scotland. Later 
he is crowned poet-laureate by Frederic III ; as envoy of the 
Emperor he meets Pope Eugenius IV; as Bishop he is 
present at the meeting of the Emperor and of Eleonora of 
Portugal, his betrotbed| outside the Porta CamolUa; he is 
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made Cardinal by Calixtus III; he is elected P<^; he 
attends the Congress he had summoned at Mantua to pro- 
mote a Crusade against the Turks ; he canonizes S. Catherine ; 
he is borne to Ancona to bless the Crusade. 

Full as these works are of the petty detail that Pintoricchio 
loved, they are redeemed even from their faults of composition, 
even from their feebleness of structure, even from their lack of 
life, by the spaciousness of their landscape and the charm of 
their thousand incidents. They are a complete decoration to 
the room, though not periiaps a really splendid one, and they 
remain the masterpiece of the artist and one of the bri^test 
and most harmonious works of the Renaissance. 

Leaving the Duomo at last for the spaciousness and light of 
the Piazza on our way to the Opera del Duomo, we pass under 
the beautiful Romanesque Campanile that is so splendid and 
so lofty a feature in any view of the city. It b a woric of the 
irst half of the fourteenth century. 

Among the many fragments that go to make up the museum 
of the Op^a, fragments from the Ceifade of the Duomo, 
fragments from the Duomo pavement, and I know not 
what else, it is, after all, to that room on the third floor 
which holds Duodo's broken Majestas that we shall return 
again and again. Before this marvellous altarpiece one 
often wonders whether this was not the greatest thing Siena 
ever accomplished in the world of action, in the world of 
art, in the world of the intellect. It alone^ at any rate, 
endures for ever. 

Ducdo was bom about 1255, and already in 1278 he was 
employed as a painter by the state, and in 1280 was for some 
reason or other heavily fined. These are the two eaiiiest 
notices we have of him.* He was the true founder of the 
Sienese school, which was in its own way as lovely in its results 
as, and perhaps more original in its aim than, the other 
schools of painting in Italy. Duccio certainly seems to have 
got his training from some Byzantine master, perhaps in Con- 

' Cf. Crowe and Otvalcaselle (ed. E. Hattod), <<A N«w History 01 
Painting in Italy *' (Dent, 1909), vol. ii, p. i €t s$q. 
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stantinople its^, perhaps in Siena. like many great artists, 
he seems to have remained poor his whole life long; at 
any rate, he was continually summoned for debt. Whatever 
vicissitudes Fortune may have thrust upon him, this at least 
he was allowed to do — to follow his art, to express himself; 
and the Majestas, which is housed none too well in the Opera, 
is his ma^erpiece. 

" It was the most beautiful picture that was ever seen or 
made," says Andrea Dei, his contemporary. " It cost more 
than three thousand gold florins, and Duodo, the painter, 
laboured many years at it." As a fact, he took three years to 
complete it; the work was commissioned on 9 October, 1308, 
and was borne to the high altar of the Duomo in triumph on 
9 June, 131 1. It seems probable that the rumour of its 
triumph was stolen by Vasari, probably unconsciously, and 
told again of the Rucellai Madonna in S. Maria Novella. 
However that may be, an anonymous chronicler of the time, 
whose work is now in the Archivio of Siena, gives us a very 
circumstantial account of Duccio's triumph. ''On the day 
that it was carried to the Duomo," he writes, *'the shops 
were shut ; and the Bishop bade that a goodly and devout 
company of priests and friars should go in solemn procession, 
accompanied by the Signori Nave and all the officers of 
the Commune and all the people; all the most worthy 
followed close upon the picture, according to their degree, 
with lights burning in their hands; and then behind them 
came the women and children with great devotion. And they 
accompanied the said picture so far as the Duomo, making 
procession round the Campo as is the use, all the bells 
sounding joyously for the devotion of so noble a picture as 
this. And all that day they offered up prayers, with great 
alms to the poor, praying God and His Mother, who is our 
advocate, that He may defend us in His infinite mercy from 
all adversity and all evil, and that He may keep us from the 
hands of traitors and enemies of Siena." 

The picture thus honoured is one of the great works of the 
Middle Age. In the midst, on a vast throne, is seated the 
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Madonna Adrocata Seneniiiiffl, with her Dime CSiild in her 
anns. Four angels on either side gase at this wonder, leaning 
dreamily on the back and sides of the throne, while to the 
right and left on either side six others stand on guard. In 
front of these stood SS. Jchn Evangelist, Paul, Cathmne 
John Baptbt, Peter, and Agnes ; and before all in adoration 
knelt the four Bishops, the patrons of the city, SS. Savinus, 
Ansanus, Crescentius, and A^ttorius. On the footstool of the 
six-sided throne was written — 

MATXR SANCTA DEI SIS CAUSSA SSNIS RXQUIXI SIS 
DUCCIO VITA TB QUIA DBPIMXIT ITA. 

This, being interpreted, prays, "Holy Mother of God, be 
thou the cause of rest to Siena, and to Duodo life, because 
he has painted thee thus.'' 

But this was not all. This altarpiece, as I have said, was 
set up over the high altar of the Duomo, and in those days 
the high altar stood under the cupola. It had therefore to 
be seen from both sides : from the nave where the peopde 
worshipped and from the choir where the Chapter was 
gathered. The Madonna environed with the Divine Child 
and Angels and Saints, as I have described it, faced the 
people, and beneath this was a gradino of nine panels. On 
the other side Duccio painted twenty-ox small panels 
illustrating the life of our Lord and the Blessed Viiie^ 
above a gradino of nine panels. In all, with the gradim^ 
the altarpiece consisted of forty-four small panels beside the 
Majestas, only thirty-five of which remain in Siena. The rest 
are scattered. Three of the western prtdella panels are in 
Berlin, three of the ea&\eax prtdella panels are in the Naticmal 
Gallery, while three other panels are in the possession of Mr. 
Benson, of London.' 

It is a pity that the Sienese authorities cannot find a better 

* Cf. Crowe and CavalcaseUe (ecL E. Hatton), op. cit., vol. ii, p. 8 
€i M^. Mr. Bereoson, ** Central Italian Pkdnters" (1909), gives an excel- 
lent deaoription of the Ifajestas. 
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room in whidi to jdace this, periiaps the greatest work in their 
possession. It should be re-erected, if not in a dinrch — that 
might seem to be impossible — ^then in a room by itself. The 
mifwring panels could be replaced by copies. As it hangs at 
present it is impossible to appreciate its tme effect. What 
it must once have been in the Duomo we shall never know. 
It is difficult to look at the other pictures in the room in the 
light ot this spoiled splendour. Yet they are worth looking 
at, especially a spoiled but still lovely Pietro Lorenzetti, the 
Birth of the "N^igin, and four spmled but beautifol panels, 
early work by Ambrogio LorenzettL 

Nor ^ould one forget to enjoy the view over the dty from 
the bqauitf reached by a door at the end of the room. 

Turning now to the Baptistery, you descend the steps into the 
Piasza di S. Giovanni, and passing die Palazzo del Magnifico 
on the right, builtfor Pftndolfo Petrucd by Cozzarelli, you are 
face to fooe with the unfinished &9ade of S. Giovanni by 
Mino del Pellicdaio, which, though unfinished, is really a 
success. The interior is beautiful. In the midst is the great 
font, designed by Jacopo della Querda, the greatest of 
Sienese sculptofs; while the bronze reliefs, six in number, 
which adorn it are die work of some of the greatest masters 
of the fifteenth century, namdy, Jacopo himself, Giovanni 
di Turino the Sienese, Tiorenzo Qiiberti and Donatello the 
Florentines. Delia Querda's idief is that fiidng. the upae^ 
the Vision of Zacharias. It is flanked by two figures of 
Justice and Prudence by Giovanni di Turino. Beside it is 
the Birth of John Baptist by the Turini, the figure of Forti- 
tude bdng from the hand of Goro di Neroccio. The Turini 
are also responsible for the next relief, the Preaching of the 
Baptist, the figure of Charity beside it being by Giovanni. 
Lcmnzo Ghiberti made the two following reliefs — the Baptism 
of our Lord and the Baptist before Herod ; while Donatello 
made the Feast of Herod, which comes next, as wdl as the 
two figures of Faith and Hope which flank it, and three of 
the delightful bronze /n^ The extraordinarily vigorous and 
dramatic work of the FlorentiDes, especially that of Donatello 
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widi its realism, strikes one strangely beside the more ideal 
and decorative work of the Sienese masters. The statue of 
S. John Baptist and the five marble reliefs of the Prophets, 
which complete the work, are by Delia Querda. On the 
walls we see die work, utterly spoiled now by repainting, 
of Vecchietta and his pupik. 

Returning now to the Piazza del Duomo, we enter the 
Ospedale di S. Maria della Scala, which fills the whole side 
of the Piazza hang the Duomo. Built first as a sort of 
poor-house in the elevendi century by the canons of the 
Duomo, it later became a lodging for pilgrims as well as a 
hospital Here S. Catherine ministered to '' the least of these 
My brethren," and S. Bernardino served the plague-stricken 
in the pestilence of 1400. 

Passing a marble tomb by Cozzarelli and, in a room on the 
right, a fresco of the Visitation by Beccafumi, one enters the 
great hall or Pellegrinaio, which holds the frescoes which tdl 
the story of the hospital. They are chiefly the work of 
Domenico di Bartolo. One sees die Marriage of Foundlings, 
Almsgiving, the Care of the sick. Op|)Osite, Pope Celestine III 
takes the Ospedale from the care of the canons and gives it to 
the laity. Beside this last one sees the reception of a Sister, 
a work by Primo della Querda. Then» again, the enlargement 
of the hospital by Domenico di Bartolo, and close to it, full 
of little children, the Dream of a devout woman, a charming 
and lovely work by Vecchietta. 

: Lea^dng the Pell^rinaio CHie passes into the Deposito delle 
Donne, full of the spoiled work of Vecchietta in 1448 ; and 
so into the Infermeria di S. Pio, i^ere is a firesco in mono- 
chrome by Domenico di Bartolo of the Beato Sorore, to whom 
legend attributes the foundation of the hospital. Qose by 
b the chapel, a building mainly of the fifteenth century. On 
the altar is a bronze of our Lord by Vecchietta. 

Leaving this church, one descends to the chapels of the 
Confiatemities beneath the Ospedale. In that belonging to 
the Compagoia di S. Caterina, where, in fiict, & Catherine 
often came to pray in the midst of her ministrations, is a 
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Viigin and Child by Taddeo BartolL Bdow we come to the 
chapel of the Compagnia della Madonna, now a small picture 
gallery. Among the many spoiled works are a triptych by 
Ducdo of the Crucifixion, and by the same master ^e wings 
of another representing the Entombment and the Flagellation. 
A Virgin with S. Catherine of Alexandria, S. Catherine of 
Siena, and other Saints is a spoiled work by FungaL On the 
next wall is a Madonna and Child by Sano di Pietro. Perhaps 
the finest piece here, however, is Benvenuto di Giovanni's 
S. Catherine leading Pope Gregory back to Rome. Not far 
off is another of Benvenutp's works, a Pietii, and beside it a 
Holy Family by Sodoma, and a Madonna and Child sur- 
rounded by angels by Paolo di Giovanni Fei. 



SIENA 

TERZO DI CITtA 

THE city of Siena from very andeot times was dinded 
into three divisions, or municipal districts, known as 
the Terzo di Citt^ the Terzo di S. Martino, and the Terzo di 
Camollia. The districts seem to have sprung up about the 
three fortresses of which it seems Siena originally consisted — 
the Castel Vecchio to the south-west, the Castel di Val di 
Montone to the south-east, and the Castel di Camollia to the 
north. Thus there were three Sienas, not one Siena, and in 
Latin Siena was, in &ct, always spoken of as Senae. The 
three teru remained for ages separate communities, organized 
independently in civil, military, and economic affairs. And 
for long after Siena became one, the Magistracy of the 
Republic was in normal times composed of a multiple of 
three, the fieunous Nove — Nine — being perhaps the best-known 
example.* And seeing that Siena lies on a hill which breaks 
starwise into three summits, it is not surprising that the 
division into Urzi has, in fact, lasted to our own day. 

As we have seen, the central government of the city^— of 
the three divisions which had become one — was situated in 
the cup, or hollow plain, between the three summits, and 
thus in the very centre of the city. The Castel Vecchio, on 
the south-western height, when unity had been achieved, 
became the Terzo di Cittk, for there the Duomo was situated, 

* Cf, W. Heywood, **A Gtiide to Siena" (Torrini, Siena, 1903), 
p. 44> n. I. 
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and within this division was included the site of the central 
government — the Palazzo Pubblico. The Castel di Val di 
Montone, the south-eastern height, became the Terzo di S. 
Martino, taking the name of its parish church; while the 
northern height or ridge, by £Eur the longest of the three, 
retained its name, being callai the Terzo di Camollia. It is 
proper to the history of Siena, then, as well as convenient, to 
Dedl in with this ancient division of the dty into three parts 
when making our examination of it As westand in the Piana 
del Campo^ we are at the pdnt of junction of these divisions. 
If we pass into the Via di Citt^ we penetrate that terzo ; 
if we enter Via Ricasoli, we enter Terzo di S. Martino ; if we 
turn into Via Cavour, we come into Terzo di Camollia. We 
have already examined the chief monuments of the Terzo di 
Gtt^ in the Palazzo Pubblico and the Duomo and its 
dependencies. Let us now proceed hf the Via di Citt^ to 
find what remains to be seen in the Terzo di CittL Well, 
to begin with, there is the view of the Piazza and the 
Palazzo through the Costarella <mi the left as you follow on 
your way, and mcnre than one fine palace on the right ; and 
then just as you come where the Via di Cittit bends away to 
the right, on your left stands the great Palazzo Saracini, 
which, though it is a building now lot the most part of the 
fourteenth century^ was standing in the day of Monti4)erto, 
for it was from one of its towers that Ceccolini, the drummer, 
watched the progress of the great battle miles away, and gave 
the news to those who remained in the dty. 

What brings us to-day, however, to Palazzo Saracini is its 
famous picture gallery. Its chief glory is, of course, the 
works it possesses of the Sienese school. Taking the wcMrks 
in chronological order, we find a genuine w(xk by Ducdo 
there— « mere fragment, however — a half-figure of an angd 
(i 236). The Trecento is further represented by two pinnades 
(1266), comprising the Annunciation, by Andrea Vanni (1522- 
1414), and by one of Paolo di Giovanni Fd's (1372-1410) 
strange pictures, a Madonna and Child with Saints and 
Angels, where Eve lies before the Virgin's throne (1269). It 
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is, however, in works of the Quattrocento, as we might expect, 
that the gallery is richest. Sassetta (1392-1450) is represented 
by two works — a charming small triptych (1278) and a most 
exquisite prtddla representing the Adoration of the Magi 
(933), officially given to Fra Angdico* The work of Sassetta's 
disciple, Giovanni di Paolo (1403-1482) is to be seen here in 
what is perhaps his best work — a large panel, dated 1472, 
of the Madonna and Child in the midst of Cherubim (1263), 
as well as in four little panels of the life of our Lord (1257- 
1060). Andrea Vanni's Annunciation forms the pinnacles of 
Giovanni's large picture. There are also several pictures 
here by Sano di Pietro (1406-1481), Sassetta's pupil : Four 
fragments of Saints (1237, 1238, 1277, 1278), Our Lord in 
the hands of His Enemies (1265), and in one of the private 
rooms of the Palace a fine Madonna and Child with Angds 
and SS. Jerome and Bernardino on eidier side. Another 
pupil of Sassetta, Lorenzo Vecchietta (1412*1480), is well 
represented by a fine small panel of S. Martin giving half 
his cloak to a beggar (1273) ; while one whom he influenced 
very strongly, Neroccio di Landi (1447-1500), that charming 
artist, is well represented by a Madonna and Child with 
SS. John Baptist and Mary Magdalen (8) and a Madonna 
and Child with SS. Catherine and Bernardino (14), both fine 
examples of that master's w(»rk. 

With the work of Paqchia (1477-1535) we are on the eve 
of the Cinquecento : he is to be seen in an excellent picture 
here, a Madonna and Child with SS. John, Bernardino, and 
Catherine (752). Beccafumi (1485-1551), altogether (rf the 
decline, has here a large but unpleasing BiCarriage of 
S. Catherine (15), a picture of the Rape of the Sabines 
(1422), and an earlier picture of the Madonna and Child 
(1029). And Batducd is seen in a rather charming and 
simple panel representing the Dream of Hercules. 

As for the other Italian schools, that of Milan is best 
represented in the numerous works here of Bresdano ; while 
the Florentine school is best seen in a portrait (205), the 
work of Mainardi, the pupil of Ghirdandaio. 
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Leaving the Palazzo Saradni, you follow tbe Via della 
Cittk, noting the fine old palaces on your way, till you 
come to the Piazza di Postierla, where on the right rises 
the tower of the Forteguerri de' Grandi. In this piazza the 
Via della Gttk ends, but you will turn to your left into 
the Via di S. Pietro, beside three fine Gothic palaces, of 
which the finest is the Palazzo Buonsignori. Where the 
streets open and turn, on your left, is the Church of 
S. Pietro alia Scala. Here are some charming works by 
Sano di Pietro : in the sacristy two ^^ndi — the Angel of 
Annunciation and St Lucy; and over the second altar, on 
the north side, a fragment, usually covered. In the priest's 
house, adjoining the church, is a half-figure of our Lord, by 
Giovanni di Paolo. 

Continuing on your way, you turn almost at once to the 
right into Via Tommaso Pendola, on the left of which is 
the old Convoat of S. Margherita, in whose refectory are some 
frescoes by Fungai, while in the church is a spoiled statue of 
S. Maigherita by a pupil of Querda. Where Via Tommaso 
Pendola opens into a piazza bear to the left, passing through 
a narrow way under the Palazzo Celsi on your right, and so into 
the broad Via Baldassare Peruzzi. The Palazzo Celsi is one of 
tbe finest buildings of Peruzzi, and perhaps the finest specimen 
in Siena of the domestic architecture of the end of the 
fifteenth century. 

Oi^xmte the Palace is the great sixteenth-century Church of 
the Carmine, whose convent has been turned into a barracks. 
There is nothing of any great account to see ; but the Well of 
the Diana, in the inner doister, is curious as witnessing to the 
bdief of the Sienese in a hidden river that ran beneath 
the dty. The great need of Siena was water, and this well 
was sunk in the hope of discovering that fictitious stream. 
Perhaps the best picture in the church is Beccafumi's S. 
Michael, which is in its own way a masteriy and dramatic 
piece of work. Vasari loved it, and has praised it so eagerly 
that many have been offended* 

On leaving tbe church we return past the Palazzo Celsi 
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and continue on our way in Via Baldassare Pemzzi till we 
come to the [nazza in widch stands the Church of S. Luda. 
Here there is an old copj of Simone Martini's fresco over 
the outer gate of Camollia. It is certainly worth attention. 

From S. Luda we can make our way down Via di S. Marco 
to the gate — there is a fine view all the way, and the gate is 
splendid; or returning to Palazzo Celsi and through the 
narrow passage under it into Via Tommaso Pendola, turn into 
the A^ S. Quirico over the height, and so mto Via Castel 
Vecchio on the right, through one of the oldest parts of the 
dty. At the bq;inning of Yin S. Quirico, on die left, stands 
the Church of S. Ansano, bende it a tower, where, as thef 
say, S. Ansano was imprisoned. Within the church is a 
charming picture of the Epiphany, a fifteenth*century work 
with a ^^ure of S. Ansaaa 

But perhaps the best way, certainly the least fiitt^ng, mill 
be, instead of following Via S. Quirico and Via di Castd 
Vecchio into Via di S. Pietro, to return tiirough Via Tommaso 
Pendola, (»r, from S. Luda, through Via della Coclua past 
the Renaissance Palazzo Finetti to the Piazza di S. Agostino. 

The Church of S. Agostino is now a building of die 
eighteenth century, and uninteresting. But it possesses two 
treasures of a high importance: the one a Crudfixion, a late 
but lovdy work by Perugino ; the othei^ in the chapd of die 
Blessed Sacrament, a Massacre of the Innocents of an extra- 
ordinary vigour, realism, and horror, but of wonderful colour 
and fine effect, by Matteo di Giovanm. Beside this work 
Sodoma's Adoration of the Magi here seems even more 
inskpid than in £etct it is. We turn torn it with rdief to 
the beautiful trq>tych in the choir, the legend of the Blessed 
Agostino Novello, by Simone MartinL 

Opposite S. Agostino is the little Church of S. Mustiola, 
whose ddightftd bdl-tower is the most charming thing about 
her. On leaving her, we shall do well to wander down to 
Porta S. Marco to watch the sunset^ or to return once more 
to the heart of the dty, the Piazza dd Campo by Via di S. 
Pietro and that winding, picturesque way, Via del Casato. 
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SIENA 

TERZO DI S. MARTINO 

THE smallest of the diree (eni, the Terzo di S. Martino, 
is best approadied from the Piazza del Campo by the 
Via di S. Martino, which leaves it in the extreme sontb- 
eastem amier on your left as you hot die Palazzo Pubblica 
Passing thence, under Che shadow of the PiUazzo Piccolomini, 
you come in a few yards to the parish church of S. Martino^ 
the sixteenth-century successor of a very ancient building. 
Just within, on the right, is a picture painted by Lorenzo 
Cini to commemorate the ^orious victory of CamoUia. That 
victory remains the most heroic in the later annals of the 
Republic, and in all respects coincides with that of Monta- 
perto, though nearly three hundred years lie between them. 
Just as before the earlier battle Buonaguida had placed the 
city under die dominion of the Blessed Virgin, and led the 
people to her throne in the Duomo, so again, before the 
batde of Camdlia, Marghenta Bichi, widow c^ Francesco 
Buonsignori, a woman of proi^etic soul, declared that the 
Blessed Virgin would protect Siena, and that it was her 
will that the dty should especially honour the feast of her 
Immaculate Conception, not then proclaimed an article of 
Faith. On the following Sunday, as the Madonna had desired, 
all the magistrates went to the Duomo in procession, confessed 
and communicated and knelt before the Madonna del Voto, 
"to which at other times they had presented themselves"; 

K i»9 
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and there, aiter the Mass of the Immaculate Conception 
was over, they confirmed and renewed the donation of the 
city '^ to its true Patroness.'' ' The trouble in which Siena 
found herself was caused by the accursed ambition of the 
Medici Pope Clement VII, who, taking advantage of the 
internal dissensions of the Republic, and taking to him the 
Sienese exiles, thought with help of the Florentines — those 
blind papal Florentines, quei Papal FtarentitU decbi^ as the 
people said — to bring Siena under the heel of the Holy See. 
But there is still a God who disapproves of the inordinate greed 
of His ministers, who continually try to strangle civil liberty 
and so put their own permitted existence in peril. More- 
over, the Blessed Virgin is the last person to refuse help 
to those who earnestly call upon her, and least of all to her 
own city of Siena. With these two Powers dreadfully adverse 
to them, the Pope and his blind Florentines had, as we may 
imagine, but a poor chance of success. Yet such is the 
blindness of fools that they persisted in striving to satisfy 
the insatiable greedbess which has always distinguished them. 
Is it any wonder, then, that in these circumstances they 
placed their guns badly outside the Porta CamoUia? Is 
it any wonder that they did next to no harm? Is it 
any wonder that when the Sienese issued out of the city, 
shouting for joy and of great courage, they seemed to see 
Michael and his host of archangels, and that for every mile 
the Sienese pursued the Florentines ran ten 7 Truly that day 
the keys of Peter jingled unseemly about the quaking knees of 
one who sought hiding in haste ; the triple crown was struck 
awry, the blind papal Florentines, led by the blind, fell, as 
the Gospel foretold, into the ditch; while the victorious 
Sienese, returning with songs and thanksgivings to the city 
of the Virgin, dragged within their walls the deserted 
guns under the banners they had won from the Church 

' See the deliberations of the Balia and the Condstoro for ai and 23 
July in Peed, "Memorie," &c., ii, pp. 211-2131 qaoted in E. G. 
Gardner, " The Story of Siena," p. 213. Cf, also W. Heywood, " A 
Pictorial Chronide of Siena " (Torrini, Siena), pp. 82-S6. 
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or from Florence. "You know," wrote Francesco Vettori 
to Machiavelli, "you know how unwillingly I allow myself to 
believe anything supernatural, but this defeat seems to me to 
have been as extraordinary — I will not say miraculous — as 
anything that has happened in the ?rar from 1494 till now; 
it seems to me like those stories I have read in the Bible when 
a sudden terror fell upon a host, so that it fied it knew not 
from what" 

Here in S. Martino we may remember such days as those. 
For it might seem they are scarce to be found any more upon 
earth. 

There is but one other thing of real interest in the church 
amid much obscure but charming work, the litter of the years 
that come no more — I mean the fine Nativity of our Lord by 
BeccafumL 

Close by is the Misericordia, once an ospedale for pilgrims. 
But we follow the Via di S. Martino between the ancient 
palaces, past the Church of S. Giusto, wh&e is a spoiled 
(HCture by Sano di Pietro, till at the end we come to the 
Church of S. Girolamo, where in the cloister is a wonderful 
panel by Fungai of the Assumption, while in the church itself 
are some works by Pacchia, and in the sacristy a Coronation 
of the Virgin by Sano. 

S. Girolamo, however, cannot keep us long from the best of 
all, the great Church of the Send di Maria, at the top of the 
Via dei Servi, whence we may see the desert that lies 
between Siena and her mountain — Mont* Amiata. Here, 
on the ramparts of the city of the Virgin, towers the church 
her especial servants have erected in her honour under the 
invocation of her Holy and Immaculate Conception. As we 
look at that beautiful pierced Campanile, how can we but 
remind ourselves of her beautiful names — 

Rosa Mystica, 
Torris Davidica, 
Torris Ebornea, 
Domos Aurea; 
Foedera Area, 
Janna CoelL 
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M^thin at die base b a fresco of Madonna Refaghiin 
Peccatoram rescuing souh from die Ihely flames of Purgatory; 
and who that hasspenta summer dajinthefiresof the^sm/A^, 
&r away where there is neither shdter nor shade, but has 
understood this thing, and the refreshment to be found within 
the dty of the Virgin after the purgatorial heat of July. 

Within, the diurdi is spacious and lovely, and full of such 
treasures as once abounded eyeryw:here, but that now are only 
left in sudi lovely shrines as this. 

Above the first altar on the right b die great Madonna dd 
Bordone by Coppo di Marcovaldo (1261), truly miiaculoos 
and worshipful. Later, over the last ahar on thb side of die 
church, is another Massacre of the Innocents by Matteo di 
Giovanni, painted in 1491, and later than the more splendid 
composition in S. Agostino. Then in the right transept is 
a new marvel, the Madonna dd Popolo by Lippo Memmi, 
the most touching and lovely of his works, while over the 
sacristy door is a Madonna of the school of Cimabue. 

Nor is this all, for in the next chapel we find a great 
fresco by Pietro Lorenzetti, the Massacre of the Innocents, 
but lately uncovered from the whitewash of fools, a truly 
splendid piece of work. Opposite to it is a Nativity by 
Taddeo BartolL In the chapel, on the other side of the 
choir, are two other frescoes, by Pietro Lorenzetd, of the 
Dance of Salome, and St John in Patmos. 

Besides the pictures we have seen, over the high ahar 
Fungai placed his Coronation of the Virgin, and though it has 
been spoiled by restoration, it still retains a shadow of its 
loveliness. While to the Madonna del Popolo, and the 
Madonna del Manto, and the Madonna del Bordone we may 
add the lovely Madonna del Belvedere by Mino dd 
Pellicciaio over the second altfu* in the north aisle. 

And even as in the spiritual life Madonna leads us to the 
throne of her Son, who is God, so the Church of the Servi di 
Maria brings us to the SS. Trinitk. You would certainly not 
seek it out but that the Servi had drawn you hither, for it is 
small and hidden away, and beside the Church of Madonna 
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hoLds but little that is very attractive — only a Madonna with 
Saints by Sano in a side chapel, and in the sacristy a Madonna 
with the Baptist and S. Michael Archangel by Nerocdo— one 
of his lesser works. 

From the SS. Trinitit we descend the steps in the Via di Val 
Montone, and turning to the right, when we come to the Via 
Romana — ^which is the Via Francigena that enters Siena 
at the Porta Camollia — ^we proceed to the Porta Romana 
where it leaves it. Originally called Porta Nuova, it is the 
surprising and lovely w(Mrk of Angelo di Ventura in the 
fourteenth century, and is the best example in the city of 
a double gate fortified. Over it is the still wonderful fresco 
by Sano di Pietro^ quite spoiled by restoration. Returning on 
our way up the Via Romana, we come, at the first turn of 
the great road, to the little dhurch of S. Galgano with the 
Augustinian convent of the Santuccio behind it The two 
fine statues to be found there of the Madonna and Angel of 
Annunciation are by a disciple of Jacopo della Quercia. 

Where the Via Romana becomes Via Ricasoli we turn to 
the right, and gain admittance, if we can, to the Rifugio, 
where is the exquisite picture of Madonna praying, which 
Mr. Berenson gives to Pier Francesco Fiorentino. In the 
schools are several fine Sienese pictures, a Madonna and 
Child by Fungai, and two spoiled works by Sano. 

Qose by is the Palazzo di S. Galgano^ where there is 
another Sano. 

From here we follow the Via dei Pispini to the Church of 
S. Spirito, whose chiefest possessions are a Virgin in Glory by 
Matteo Balducd, perhaps his best picture, and a Crucifix by 
Sano di Pietra In the Cappella degli Spagnuoli, in the south 
aisle, are firescoes by Sodoma : they are certainly nothing to 
boast of. The terra-cotta Nativity is by one of the later 
Robbia. 

From this church we may, if we will, follow the Via dei 
Pispini to the great Porta, taking on our way the Church of 
S. Chiara, a charming piece of architecture. In any case we 
shall return along Via Ricasoli, passing, just before we come 
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to the Padaxso Piccolomini on the left, the Loggia del Papa^ a 
building of Federighi's in 1463 for Pius II. It has not its 
equal in all hig^ Siena for charm and delight 

As for the Palazzo Piccolomini, it will stand for ever, as it 
was evidently meant to do, let us hope. The finest archi- 
tectural work of the Renaissance in Siena, it is now the 
Archivio of the city. Its chief treasure, perhaps, are those 
Tavolette, or covers of the books of the customs which form 
in themselves a history of the Republic Those who wish 
rightly to understand them cannot do better than buy Mr. 
Heywood's little book about them, "A Pictorial Chronicle 
of Siena," where the whole subject is discussed, explained, and 
wonderfully set in order.' But to get this book you must 
pursue your way up till Via Ricasoli becomes Via Cavour, for 
it is there on the right-hand side that Signor Torrini keeps 
shop. 

' Yoa may boy this splendid and learned little work, full of illustiatioQS, 
at Tonini's shop for 4 francs. 



XII 
SIENA 

TERZO DI CAMOLLIA 

TO explore the last terzo of Siena, the Terzo di Camollia, 
we leave the Piazza del Campo on the north and follow 
Via Cavour, which, like Via Ricasoli and Via Romana which 
continue it, is a part of the great mediaeval highway from the 
north — ^the Via Francigena by which all the Emperors marched 
to Rome. 

Almost at once we come on the right to the Piazza Tolomei, 
in midst of which is set the Chmrch of S. Cristoforo, and which 
is closed by the great Palazzo Tolomei, the last remnant in 
Siena of all that once belonged to that tremendous family. 
This square was once one of their strongholds, almost 
surrounded by their houses. The Church of S. Cristoforo, 
which has played a great part in the history of Siena — ^for 
there the Magistrates were used to assemble before the 
Palazzo Pubblico was built, while the Commune assembled 
in the Piazza itself — has been altogether rebuilt, and is now of 
little mterest, save that it holds Pacchia's Madonna and Child 
enthroned between S. Luke and the Beato Raimondo, one of 
his best pictures. 

Hence, passing round the north side of the church, we cross 
the top of the Via Sallustio Bandini and enter the piazza 
before the too late Renaissance Church of S. Maria di 
Provenzano. Begun in 1595 and finished sixteen years later, 
the church is the great shrine of that image of the Madonna 
which, owing chiefly to a quarrel between the Archbishop of 

X35 
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Siena and an historian that prevented the usual adcnation 
of the Madonna del Voto in the Duomo, was the object 
of almost universal worship in the sixteenth century in Siena. 

Mr. Heywood, in his excellent and too little known volume, 
"Palio and Ponte,"' tells the story of the rise to £Bime of 
this image. In 1594 the people of Siena were afiiicted by 
a very grievous bmine, and desired to turn themselves to 
their advocate and to implore once more the pity of their 
suzerain Lady the Blessed Mother of our Lord, Mary most 
Holy. But as it happened at this very time a furious contest 
was raging between Ascanio Piccolomini, Ardibishop of Siena, 
and Giugurta Tommasi, historian and rector of the Opera del 
Dnomo^ so that it was not possible for them to go^ as of old, 
to the Madonna dd Voto in the Cathedral. Now for some 
time it had been whispered that an image of our Lady, whidi 
stood between two windows of a humble dwelling in the Via 
di Provenzano di Sotto^ was working miracles. On i July, 
the VigU of the Visitation, this suspicion was made certato 
by a very remarkable occurrence, which happened while her 
shrine was being decorated against theySrj/a. 

** Seated in the same street," Mr. Heywood tells us, '* was a 
certain Giulia di Orazio, a woman of notoriously evil lif*^ who 
was tormented by an incurable malady, She^ behdding these 
preparations, commenced to scoff at those who made them 
and at the Blessed Virgin. That same evening at dude she 
felt herself compelled by some mysterious force to go uid 
kneel before the sacred image, beseeching pardon and health. 
On the following day she returned once more to offer up the 
same petitions, and a few hours later was made p^fectly 
whole ; and when her doctor arrived, as waa his wont, to treat 
the sore produced by her illness, on removing the bandages 
which covered it he found, to his amazement, that evecy trace 
of disease had disappeared. The woman hastened forth to 
oR&t praise and tiutnksgiving for the mercy vouchsafed, 

» W. Hejwood, " Palio and Pbnte " (Methuen, 1904), p. 213. Sec 
also F. Bandini-Piccolomini, *' La Madonna di Piovansano e le otiffm 
deUa ana dbieaa *' (Siena, 1895). 
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narratiiig with emotion, to all those who stood by, the great 
salvation which had been wrought on her behalt The tale 
passed from mouth to mouth, and ere night fell the whole 
population thronged to the Contrada di Provenzano to pray 
to the miraculous Madonna.** 

Thus began the great fesia^ one of the greatest in Siena, 
whidi is held on the day of the Visitation in July : and thus 
was fulfilled the prophecy of Brandano, Chrises madman, 
^ Siena vedrai tutte le tue donne andare a Provenzano " — 
^ Siena, thou wilt see all thy women go to Provenzano." As I 
have said, the Church of S. Maria di Provenzano, which was 
built as shrine for the miraculous image, was begun in the 
following year, 1595. 

Passing round to the north of the church, we follow the 
street, whidi, after crossing the Via di Giglio, enters the Via 
de* Rossi, along which we pass to the Piazza di S. Francesca 

This spot has been a Franciscan settlement since 1236, but 
the church we now see is mainly of the fourteenth century. 
It is, however, but a shell, for all the splendid monuments 
which once ouuie S. Francesco to Siena what S, Croce is 
to Florence were destroyed in the great fire of 1655. To-day 
the church contains little of interest, some frescoes by the 
Lorenzetti and the fifteenth-century tomb of Cristofoio Felid 
by Urbano of Cortona. The Lorenzetti frescoes are in the 
first and second chapels in the south aisle. In the first is 
a Crucifixion, somewhat spoiled, by Pietro Lx>renzetti; in the 
second are two frescoes by Ambrogio, the Martyrdom of 
certain Franciscans in Morocco and S. Francis before Pope 
Honorius III. 

Qose by in the chapel of the Seminario is a splendid panel 
by Ambrc^o Lorenzetti of the Madonna and our Lord, (Hie 
of his best works, while in the refectc^ are some spoiled 
frescoes by the same artist And in the parlour of the 
Seminary is a Madonna and Child by S^na di Buona- 
Ventura. 

Oq the south side of the Piazza stands the Oratorio di 
S. Bemardinoi which contains some poor works by the later 
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Sienese painters. In a room at the top of a flight of stairs 
over an altar is a Madonna by Sano di Pietro. 

After returning to the Via de* Rossi we take the first street 
to the right, and following it come to the Porta Ovile. Above 
the gate hangs an ancient Crucifix, and to the left is a fine but 
spoiled firesco by Sano di Pietro of the Madonna between SS. 
Bernardino and Ansana Without the gate is the charming 
Fonte Ovile. 

We return to the Via de' Rossi, and following it turn into 
the second street on the left, the Via di S. Pietro Ovile, which 
leads us at once to the church of that name. Within, over 
the door, is a Crudfiz by Giovanni di Paolo. To the right is 
a very fine and exquisite copy of Simone Martini's great altar- 
piece of the Annunciation, now in the Uffizi. The authorship 
of this work has been the subject of much controversy.' Mr. 
Berenson and Mr. Perkins and Miss Lucy Olcott ascribe it, I 
believe, to an unknown master of the later Trecento ; Mr, 
Douglas, on the other hand, declares it b by Sassetta. How- 
ever that may be, the pinnacles above are by Matteo di 
Giovaimi. The Madonna enthroned opposite is from the 
hand of Pietro Lorenzetti, the two saints, Bernardino and 
John Baptist, at the sides being the work of Matteo di 
Giovanni. 

We return to the Via de' Rossi and follow it to the left. 
Almost at once a street leaves it on the right. Following 
it we come to the Piazza di S. Donato, before the church of 
that name, where there is a painting of Pacchia's, and in the 
chapel of SS. Chiodi a Madonna and Child by Andrea Vanni. 

Following once more Via de' Rossi, we presently reach the 
Via Cavour. In it we turn to the right and proceed past the 
Palazzo Spannocchi, now the Post Office, the Palazzo Salim- 
beni, and the Palazzo Tantucchi, which holds a fine fresco of 
the Madonna and Child by Benvenuto di Giovanni. A little 
further beside two towers, once the Roman gate of ancient 
Siena, we turn to the left and come to the Church of S. Maria 

« See Crowe and Cftvalcaselle (ed. by E. Huttoo), " A New Histoiy 
of Painting in Italy" (Dent, 1908), vol. ii, p. 109, note. 
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delle Nevi^ with a fa^e by Federighi. Within is a fine altar- 
piece by Matteo di Giovanni over the high altar, from which 
the church takes its title — Madonna of the Snows. The 
predella tells the story of the foundation of S. Maria Maggiore 
in Rome. 

Returning to Via Cavour, we presently pass on the right the 
Palazzo Costantini, a work, it is thought, of Francesco di 
Giorgio. Further and still on the right is the Church of 
S. Andrea, with its broken altarpiece by Giovanni di Paolo. 
Just there the Via Cavour changes its name and becomes Via 
di CamoUia. Half-way to the Porta Camollia on the left 
stands the Church of S. Bartolommeo, with an ancient fresco 
of our Lord without. Within is the tomb of Pintoricchio and 
some few pictures, a repainted altarpiece by Sano di Pietro 
over the high altar, a triptych by some pupil of Bartolo di 
Fredi, a Madonna and Child with Angels by Vecchietta, and 
in the sacristy a banner with figures of SS. Vincenzo and 
Anastasio, the ancient patrons of the church, by Fungai. 

little is to be gained by continuing along Via di Camollia 
to the Gate, which is for the most part a building of the 
seventeenth century. On the way thither we pass at the head 
of a street on the left the fifteenth-century Church of Fonte- 
giusta, where are several late pictures and an exquisite Corona- 
tion of the Virgin by Fungai. 

Returning down Via di Camollia from the Church of 
S. Bartolommeo, we take the first street on the right, the 
Via Gazzani, which leads us to the little church of S. Stefano, 
where there is a fine polyptych by Andrea Vanni. The 
predella is the work of Giovanni di Paolo. 

From the church door we look across the Passaggio della 
lizza, which b the Sienese Cascine, or Park. Beyond it stands 
the Fortezza of Grand-Duke Cosimo. Striking across the base 
of the Lizza from the Church of S. Stefano we enter the viale 
Curtatone, which presently leads us to the great church of the 
Dominicans, S. Domenico, which occupies the same position 
on the west flank of Siena as S. Francesco does on the east. 
A vast and sober building of the late fifteenth century, S. 
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Domenioo, like S. Franoesco^ occupies the site of a much 
earlier buildings for the Dominicans settled io Siena in 
laas. 

Within the church has lost much of the simptictty which 
S. Francesco retains. Its great attraction among its numerous 
possessions is the frescoes by Sodoma in the chapel of S. 
Catherine, where in a marUe reliquary the head of the saint 
is venerated. Personally, I have never been able to love 
these works. They seem to me to sensualize what was wholly 
spiritual, wholly lovely and simple in the life of a great saint. 
They point the way to BeminL Even the most famous scene 
of all those represented h^^ the Swoon of S. Catherine, 
seems to me meretricious and full of stupidity, admiraUe 
though it may be as a compositicHi. It is as though in 
painting the hills one had forgotten everything in them that 
is of importance to us. For me these woAs are sheer nothing. 
How much I prefer those b^uhbler pictures in which S. 
Damenico is, alas 1 not too rich to-day : the spoiled Sano 
on the second altar in the south aisle, Giovanni di Paolo's 
pand of the Beata Caterina de' Lenzi close by, Francesco di 
Giorgio's picture of the Nativity, the Pietk by Matteo di 
Giovanni and his S. Barbara between S. Mary Magdalen and 
S. Catherine of Alexandria in the second chi^l of the north 
aisle, his broken altarpiece in the west diapd, and that of 
Madonna enthroned by Benvenuto di GiovannL But best of 
all that S. Domenico hMs is the surprising view of the 
Duomo and the world to be had from a little window at 
the bade of the choii. It is a vision, and beside it the 
pretentious works of Sodoma pass into nothingness. 

But with S. Domenico we have entered upon that district 
of Siena which may be said to be S. Catherine's own. Tbe 
greatest of all Tuscan saints and one of the greatest women 
of all time, after the Blessed Virgin she seems to us to be 
the liege lady of Siena. Like the dty she dreamed, but 
unlike the dty she realized her vision. She lost h^self in 
God, she tended the sick and weary, she dominated the 
Church and led the exiled Pope by the hand back from 
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Ai^gnon. And dose by the Qiorch of S. Domenico---for she 
was a Dominican — she has her chapel, the Cappella della 
Volta, which in her day was actually a part of the church. 
Here she loved best to pray, and here she was granted many 
of her visions. To-day over the high altar hangs her portrait 
by Andrea Vanni — an authentic and contemporary portrait. 

From S. Domenico, from the apse of S. Domooico we 
descend steqHy by a rough way to Fontebranda, probaUy 
the most ancient of Siena's fountains— those fountains which 
first among so many other things sdll remind us of her ancient 
connection with Rome. 

Before the Fountain passes the Via Benmcasa, the street of 
the dyers, and here S. Catherine had her home. The house, 
the oratories which have taken its place, stands half-way up 
the steep street on the left. The first chapel we enter contains 
many reminders of her, best of all Nerocdo's wonderful statue, 
which beside Pacchia's redistic work seems always more 
delightful. Above, by a flight of steps, we enter another 
chapel, covered with modem frescoes. Here was her cell, 
where she gave alms ; to-day it holds many of her relics — her 
pillow, her lantern, her veil, her hair-shirt, a piece of her staff, 
and such. The third chapel, entered from a loggia, is the 
chapel of her Confraternity. Over the altar Fungai has painted 
her recdving the Stigmata, with how much finer an under- 
standing than Sodoma has been able to show. Higher still, 
and on the other side of the court, is the fourth chapel of the 
Most Holy Crucifix, where there is a wonderful Crucifix by 
some disciple of Giunta Pisano. It was before this Crucifix 
that S. Catherine received the Stigmata. 

Bom 25 March — the Feast of the Annunciation— 1347, 
Cathoine was the daughter of Giacomo di Benincasa, a dyer, 
well-to-do and pious, and of Lapa di Puccio di Piagente, ** a 
woman," as Raimondo^ the Saint's confessor and Inogmpher, 
tells us, ** utterly alien from the corruption of our times albeit 
she was exceedingly careful and busy over the affiurs of her 
household and family, as all those who know her are aware, for 
she is still alive." Catherine was one of the younger diildren 
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in a very numerous family, and Lapa seems to have loved her 
above the rest Indeed, as a child she was the darling of her 
little circle of friends and neighbours, who named her Euphro- 
syne, as who should say Joy. We know little of her childhood, 
but we see her a baby of five years kneeling to salute the 
Blessed Virgin " on every step as she passed up and down the 
staircase of her fiither's house.**' It was at this age, too^ that 
we are told, as she passed down the precipitous Vallepiatta 
towards Fontebranda, hand in band with her eld^ lMt>ther| 
''she looked up and saw over the summit of S. Domentco 
Christ seated on an imperial throne clad in purple robes 
and wearing the tiara, attended by S. Peter, S. Paul, and 
the beloved disciple S. John. He smiled upon her and 
blessed her, and the girl was absorbed in ecstasy, knew not 
where she was or what she did." 

This seems to have been the beginning and the cause of her 
withdrawal from the ways of the world. She would &st and 
discipline herself and dream of entering the Dominican Ord^ 
disguised as a boy. All this and more. She determined when 
she was seven to dedicate her maidenhood to Christ, she told 
her confessor later. 

Now above all her other sisters Catherine loved Buona- 
ventum best ; and it was she who, when the child was twelve 
years old and marriageable, at their mother's suggestion 
persuaded Catherine to give herself to life, to dye her hair, 
and to conform to the frishions of the world. But in 1362 
Buonaventum died, and Catherine, perhaps taking this for a 
sign, now certainly in bitter repentance, dedicated herself once 
more to God. Her family was angered and invoked the aid of 
a Dominican friar, Fra Tommaso della Fonte, a man of 
sincere piety and her confessor. He failed to move her, how- 
ever, and since she was resolute, counselled her to pursue her 
way, to cut off her beautiful hair, and to wait upon the Will of 
God. Her family, however, was obdurate. Her room was 

' See E. G. Gardner, ** St. Catherine of Siena ** (Dent, 1907), p. 6. 
This work is by finr the best life of the Saint. It is essentially the work of 
a scholar, and it makes ezoellent and most pleasant reading. 
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taken from her, she was compelled to do all the hard work of 
the house, and no time was left her for prayer or devotion. 
But she found a silence of which none might deprive her, and 
where Time is not there is time for everything. '' She made 
herself in her mind, by inspiration of the Holy Spirit, a secret 
cell that could not be taken from her, and this she never left" 
Moreover, ''she firmly pictured to herself that h^ fieUher 
represented our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, her mother 
the most Glorious Mother of God, and that her brothers and 
the rest figured the holy apostles and disciples, and because 
of this imagination she served them all with such great glad- 
ness and diligence that every one marvelled." She had dreams 
and visions too. S. Dominic appeared to her and offered her 
the habit of the Sisters of Penance and promised it to her« 

H^ bther by now was convinced of her vocation, for one 
day as he passed through the house he came upon her praying 
in her brother's room, and over her head he saw a snow-white 
dove hovering. And presently he gave her leave to follow the 
Will of God. 

Shortly afterwards she took the habit of the Sisters of 
Penance, the Mantellate, an Order really of widows. At first 
they refused it to her, but when she lay ill and asserted that 
God and S. Dominic would take her from the world unless she 
were received, they gave way and accepted her as a Sister. 
She received the habit firom a Dominican friar in the 
Cappella della Volta in S. Domenico, probably in 1363.' 

From this time her life became of a terrible austerity. 
For three years, we are told, she spoke to none but God and 
her confessor. Her whole time was spent in religious exercises, 
in mortification, in discipline, and in contemplation. A 
demonic possession followed. The devil, in whom we are 
much too clever to believe, but who nevertheless in his quiet 
way is always getting the better of us, assailed her imagination 
with every sort of abomination and her heart with the basest 
temptations. There followed what I think is known to 
mystical theology as " the Night Obscure." An immense and 

' E. G. Gardner, op, cit.^ p. 12. 
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frigfatftd darknea and dryness descended upon her soid. She 
seemed to be on the brink of an unq>eakable precipice and to 
be about to be cast down. Her arms were tireless in piayer, 
but no God answered. Her lips ceaselessly pronounced the 
infindble name of Jesus, but she seemed lost in ttie darkngg 
and loneliness* Yet was she in perfect safety in the shadow 
of His wings. 

" Scapnlis sols obnmbnUt tibi 
Be tab peonb ejus sptcmbis." 

Then in ttiis desert of the soul, in the emptiness that broke 
her heaiti she cried out, ** Where wast Thou, my divine Spouse^ 
whilst I lay in such loneliness and fear ? " And ot^ of that vast 
silence a still small voice made answer, " I was with thee." 
^* Whatl" At cried in horrcMr, ''amid those filthy abominations 
with which my soul was infested?" And again that vmoe 
answered, " Even so." And she fell down in anguish but 
cried out no more. 

Then God, because He loved her, gave her His supreme last 
gift of patience, and when the devil, neglecting neither violence 
nor stratagem, solicited her pride. He covered her with the 
invincible buckler of His Love that she escaped those fieiy 
arrows and remained in quietness. 

Sht sought humility and ensued it Coming out of herself 
she ministered to the poor; they were His brethren. She 
served old Cecca, the lq>rou8 woman who was sent out of the 
city, who did nothing but curse her ; and one afflicted with 
cancer she tended lovingly in ways unspeakable, though all 
die had in return was calunmy. Most of all she strove 
with the turbulence, inconstancy, and hatred of her fellow- 
dtizens, with too little effect, yet Pio II says there was not 
one who ever spake with her who went not away a better 
man. 

It was probably in 1366 that Catherine began to go forUi 
from her retreat At this time, while she devoted herself to 
the poor and the sick, she was the victim of the jealousy and 
detraction of her sisters. A certain Suor Palmeria bated her. 



S. CATHEBINB 145 

bat she was converted ; others succeeded in alienatiqg 
some of the friars, and for a time she was deprived of the 
Blessed Sacrament. 

The years which followed ware full of evil for Tuscany, and 
indeed all Italy. In April, 1367, Pope Urban left Avignon for 
Rome, where he arrived in October, only to leave the Eternal 
City again for Avignon in September, 1370. Siena was in a 
state bordering on anarchy. It was in the midst of this 
disquiet that Catherine's public life b^;an. It opened with a 
number of conversions, and when, in 1374, pc^ence laid 
waste the Senese, Catherine served the sick, and thousands 
came only to hear her. The Pope himself commissicmed two 
Dominicans to hear the confessions of those whose hearts 
she had changed. 

In 1375 die went to Pisa. Florence was ready to rise with 
Perugia against the absent Pope. On their banners they 
emblazoned the terrible and impossible word " Libertas." 
And Catherine marked it, and, throwing off her dreams, 
descended to deliver her people from their own folly. By 
her words she prevented Siena and Arezso from joining the 
Florentines. Her acts were of an incredible swiftness and 
wisdom. In a kind of despair the Florentines appealed to her. 
She agreed to come to them, and when she arrived the chief 
magistrates met her at the gates. In thdr behalf, in behalf of 
Italy she set out for Ai^gnon, which she reached on 28 June, 
1376 — she, aged twenty-nine, a woman and alone, the ambas- 
sador of Italy to the Pope, compelled to meet him to arrange 
terms of peace and to fiEu:e his Cardinals alone. Yet she was 
in no way daunted, she was incapable of fear. Moreover, she 
was successful, more than successful; she gained the mastery, 
and bent the Papacy to her will. ** I put the affair entirely in 
your hands,** the Pope told her; "only I recommend to you 
the honour of the Churdi." But she was to find that it was 
not peace that Florence desired, but surrender. 

Her greatest triumph, the true miracle of her life, was 
adiieved, however, on this mission. She persuaded the Pope 
to return to Rome. Thus in her genius was found the highest 
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fidfilment of the Dominican idea-^a imioa of the mystical and 
practical life. '* Be a brave man andnot a coward** she dani 
to say to Gregory, but she had said it first to betsd£ 

From Gr^^ory in Rome she went to Floience to biing him 
peace, and after a terrible struggle she won it Ux ham* Aaid 
scenes of daily violence and morderi in wfakb again and again 
she risked her life undaunted, even wiien swords wine dnnrn 
against her, flbe conquered in 1378, and immediately returned 
to Siena to her cell Against her will she had left tlut silence^ 
and at the first opportunity she returned to it to lose herself in 
God. 

And there our Lord discovered to her mysteries^ let us admit 
i^ fiftr beyond our understanding. Her irtiole life became a 
continual miracle absorbed in a Divine contemplation* We 
hear of almost incredible fiuts, of humiliations and calumnies 
unthinkable. She rejoiced. One day Christ offered her two 
crowns, of gold and of thorns* and bade her choose. And 
she answered, " I desire, O Lord, to live always conformed to 
Thj Passion, and to find pain and suffering my rqK)se, my 
delight** Then, taking the oiown of thorns, she pressed it 
down upon her white fordiead. 

To torture her last years there befidl the Great Schism, when 
Urban VI was chosen in Rome and Qement VII at AnagnL 
Then she wrote those wonderful letters that none can read 
without weeping. She wrote to the republics of her fetber- 
land, to the princes of this world, to the great men of the 
Church, and to the Queen of Naples she dared to say 
« I will." 

I pass over the ecstaaes, the visions, the imramecable miracles 
God vouchsafed her. I pass by the reception of the Stigmata; 
these caimot well be spcdcen of in such a place as this. Of 
her works, too, I say nothing. It remains but to record her 
death, which befell in 1380, on 29 April, when she was thirty- 
three years old. 

What it is important for m to fed, and if possible to 
understand, is diat'here we have something supernatural and 
wonderful, a diadow, thoiq;b only a shadow, of tfie Diviniqr of 
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onx Lord. "At ha: voice, nay, only looking upon her," we 
read, "hearts were changed." Of how many can such words 
be true? It is part of the glory of S. Catherine that we never 
doubt them for a moment, and part of our joy in her to 
remember that she has not lived in vain. 



XIII 
THE GALLERY OF SIENA 

THE fourteenth and fifteenth centuries in Siena, which 
witnessed the political decadence of the city, are chiefly 
remarkable in her story for her achievement in the fine arts; 
indeed, theonly really great figure of those years is S. Catherine, 
perhaps the greatest personality she was ever able to produce. 

Almost devoid of interest, then, as those two centuries prove 
to be from a political point of view, they are of vay great 
importance to us by reason of the fine artistic achievement of 
which they wa:e witnesses. 

The end of the thirteenth century gave us the Palazzo 
Pubblico and the Mangia Tower, and with the opening of 
the fourteenth we come upon the first-rate work of Lorenzo 
Maitani, to whom we owe the fa^e of the Cathedral of 
Orvieto. The same century saw the building of the Baptistery 
of Siena and the choir of the Duomo^ while the fifteenth cen- 
tury gave us the beautiful churches of S. Maria delle Nevi and 
of the Palazzo dei Diavoli, the Convent of the Osservanza, 
and many of Siena's most splendid palaces. 

In sculpture, too, Siena produced during those years some 
charming works, her achievement culminating in the immortal 
work of Jacopo della Quercia, who is now but pooriy repre- 
sented in Siena by the beautiful debris of the Fonte Gaia in 
the Palazzo Pubblico, and by the relief of the Expulsion of 
Zacbarias from the Temple and certain figures on the great 
font in S. Giovanni. 

During the fifteenth century we have the work of Antonio 

«48 
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Federighi, of Vecchietta, of Nerocdo, of Giovanni di Stefisuio, 
of Francesco di Giorgio, and of Cozzarelli, all of whom com- 
bined the art of sculpture with that of painting, and who have 
left many delightful memorials of their facility and taste. 

But it is in painting, the most decorative of the arts, that 
Siena's greatest achievement lies. This was the true art of 
Siena. 

It is idle to discuss whether Florence or Siena were earlier 
in the production of painters. Cimabue, whatever may have 
been his position and achievement, had very little to do with 
Florentine painting as we know it, and Guido of Siena, whose 
famous signed Madonna of 1221, or more probably 1281, is 
the earliest Sienese work we possess, has as little significance 
in the school of Siena. 

The two great men who founded respectively the schools of 
Florence and Siena are Giotto and Duccio di Buoninsegna, 
and of them Duccio is the earlier, but they can in no sense be 
called rivals. Giotto's aim in his art was to endow painting 
with all the solidity and actuality of life, and this^ through his 
genius, became the aim of the school of Florence. Duccio, 
on the other hand, was concerned with a subtler and more 
purely aesthetic ideal. He found in painting an exquisite 
decorative splendour, which he set himself to develop, and by 
his genius compelled every Sienese artist who followed him 
during some two hundred years to pursue the same road. 
Florentine painting, with a few exquisite exceptions, is a 
representation of life ; Sienese painting, with a few n^ligible 
exceptions, is an expression of it. It is thus we may best, 
perhaps, define the difference, the impassable difference, 
between the two schools. 

In every history of Sienese painting we hear much of the 
conservatism of the Sienese, and we are told that such con- 
servatism is natural and proper to a mountain people. But 
the Sienese are not a people of the mountains, but of the lower 
hills on the verge of a desert ; their political history shows 
almost every weakness but that of a confirmed conservatism. 
They are unstable, hasty, easily roused, quickly appeased, 
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without persistence in anything. And, indeed* it is on the 
morrow of her forsaking of the Ghibelline cause that her 
painters begin to be famous. It is true that Siena seems to us 
to have been more isolated than Florence, and in part we 
impute her fall to this. But it is doubtful whether, in bet, 
she were so isolated in the Middle Age. The Via Franctgena, 
the great mediaeval highway of Italy, passed through the city* 
No such great aitery of traffic and international QX>vement 
passed through or even near Florence ; the Vie Aretine, old 
and new, wa:e of an infinitely less importance, and it is not 
till late that we find them in any sense intemationaL The 
truth is that the development of these two schools of painting 
had very little to do with conservatism or its opposite. The 
Sienese advanced and developed theur art as indubitably as 
the Florentines, but on different lines. What we see^ what we 
are fiftr too ready to explain by such vague terms as con- 
servatism, is really a fundamental difference in the apprehen- 
sion of life, an aesthetic difference too, in its representation as 
in its expression. The Florentine expressed himself once for 
all in Giotta All Florentine art is but a development of 
Giotto's art. The Sienese expressed himsdf almo^ as com* 
pletely in Ducdo. All Sienese art is but a development of 
Ducdo's art What we have here^ then, is a difference in 
fundamentals, not in development, and with fundamentals 
conservatism can have nothing to da 

Ducdo saw life and wished to express it in a different way 
from Giotto. His intention was different; not necessarily 
less fine or splendid or beautiful, but different To the mid- 
Victorian critic — and all our histories of Italian painting are of 
that time — ^Florentine painting seemed not only to be the direct 
ancestor of the art of his own time, but, in fact, to profess the 
same prindples he himself thought he saw practised. More- 
over, Sienese art was very imperfectly known. It had no 
Vasari, and the historians and men of letters of Siena 
were out of all comparison feeble beside their Floren- 
tine brethren. It is thus we have been led to consider 
Fkventine art as " true art," firuitful and progressive^ while in 
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tlieait of Soia we hare been told there is nothing bat reacti<m 
and conservatisin. Nor was this verdict wholly unreasonaUe. 
The Florentine sdiool founded on the Roman — on the study 
of Nature, that is, and first through the antique — was the true 
heir, if any heir there was, of Pheidias and the sculptors of 
Greece ; it was essentially European in its derivation and in its 
ideals. Hence its success. But the Sienese sdiool, it may 
be more original than the Florentine, derived not fiK>m that 
great European school which has always insisted upon the 
importance of realism, but from the Byzantines, whose ideal 
was very different, who denied realism any vast importance, 
and expressed themselves in a wonderful symbolism, an exqui- 
site decoration. What we see in the art of Siena is the 
prindi^ that underlies the art of Japan. It is therefore that 
the sdK>ols of Florence and of Siena, essentially different as 
they are, cannot be truly or honestly compared the one with 
the other, and if they should be, it is certain that no just or 
even possible verdict can ever be arrived at from such com- 
parison. One cannot compare, for instance, Westminster 
Abbey with St Peter's at Rome. To do so would be a feuilt 
in logic, for they are in different cat^ories. If one wishes to 
judge Westminster Abbey or St Peter's Church one must 
analyze them on their own lines, and our verdict must be 
given for or against them in so far as they carry out or fiul to 
carry out the laws of their own being. It is the same with 
Florentine and Sienese painting. The laws which govern, the 
ideab which inspire, Sienese art, are essentially different from 
those which govern and in^re Fknrentine art. To under- 
stand this is the beginning of wisdom in the criticism of these 
sdioob of painting, and only by founding our criticism on this 
fundamental truth can we hope to arrive at any just estimate 
of the value and delight of either. Let this be granted, and 
we shall soon be reasonably convinced of what our eyes have 
assured us from the first, that the intention of the Florentine 
was different from that of the Sienese ; in other words, what 
the Florentine was trying to do was very different from what 
the Sienese was attempting. 
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To define this difference is the business of esthetics, but 
perhaps we may roughly express it by iNiying that the Floren- 
tine was trying to represent life, the Sienese rather to express 
it We shall not, however, allow ourselves to be confined by 
any such rude definition. We shall continually use our eyes, 
we shall continually distinguish. But it might seem obvious 
to the most casual observer of Simone Martini's Annunciation 
in the Uffizi that the man who painted that masterpiece — and 
the hand of man can do no more — ^might very easily, had he 
wished, have given us a realistic representation of it. Simone 
could see at least as well as ourselves, who live for the most 
part in obscure and foggy cities, that the sky is blue and not 
gold, and that there are three dimensions in the world and not 
two alone. He disregarded such mere facts as unessential, 
and without concern for him. Why ? Because, like every art 
that has ever existed in the world, his art, too, was a conven- 
tion, and such &cts as those I have named were to a large 
extent outside his convention. He used gold where blue 
would have been in reality ; he used two proportions where 
three are found in life, in the same way as a poet uses metre 
and rhythm, neither of which has any place in actual human 
speech or the language of the world. He used them not for 
the sake of ornament or for anything less than that they were 
part of the essential language of his art and for the sake of 
beauty. Pheidias and Giotto used a different, a realistic con- 
vention for the same reason, and for the sake of beauty too, 
but a different sort of beauty. Giotto's art, the art of Europe 
generally, is bound by and essentially dependent upon our 
apprehension of reality. Sienese art is essentially dependent 
upon and is ruled by something else, and if it be reality it is 
not our apprdiension of it. Life, the representation of life 
as we see it, is with it a secondary, sometimes a tertiary need. 
It subordinates such need to the expression of life in a certain 
essence, a true symbolism, to a certain harmony of lines and 
colours within a given space, and these, by their own beauty and 
inter-relation, contrive within that space a perfect loveliness. 

We shall not, then, in our enjoyment of the exquisite art of 
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Siena, allow oorselTes to indulge in such a barbarism as to 
compare Florentine with Sienese painting, we shall not 
attempt to overwhelm Ducdo with Giotto, or to bludgeon 
Simone with Masolino and Idasacdo. We shall refuse to 
fight in an absurd cause, and forget the polemics of the critics 
in our delight in the beauty of the work produced during some 
two hundred years by the school of Siena. 

And ha{^y for the modem student, with his multiplicity 
of engagements, his here to-day and gone to-morrow, but to 
the sorrow of us more leisurely travellers, a vast and represen- 
tative number of pictures of the Sienese school has been 
brought together in the Accademia delle Belle Arti, and these, 
with other works still scattered about Siena, allow us to study 
the Sienese school of painting without leaving the city. 

The true founder of that school, which only in our own day 
has found any wide or general appreciation, is, as I have said, 
Ducdo di Buonins^na, who painted between the years 1278 
and 1319. We know very little of him, but such of his work 
as remains to us might seem to prove that he must have had 
his training from some great Byzantine master, possibly in 
Constantinople itself. 

The finest work firom his hand that is left to us is the won- 
derful Majestas in the Opera del Duomo, which was carried in 
triumph to its place over the high altar of the Duomo on 
9 June, 131 1. It was then that the Madonna delle Grazie, 
which had, as the Sienese believed, procured them the victory 
of Montaperto, was deposed and removed to a place of less 
honour, Ducdo's splendid double altarpiece being enthroned 
in her stead, only to be itself deposed in the sixteenth century 
when the present high altar was built 

Many other works by the master are to be found in Siena : 
in the Gallery an early work, a small Madonna enthroned (20), 
a panel of SS. Peter and John Baptist (22), another of the 
Magdalen (23), fragments from some altarpiece, a Madonna 
with four Saints (28), of which the Madonna and Child alone, 
according to Mr. Berenson, are from Ducdo's hand, the rest 
being the work of Segna ; a triptych of the Madonna, Saints, 
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Angels, and loenes from Ae Paaston (35), and a polyptych of 
Saints, Patriarchs, Prophets, and Angels (47). In the Spedale 
Gallery are a fine Entombment and Flagellation (21), the 
Crucifixion in the midst being from another hand, and a 
Crucifixion (a6). In the Palazzo Saracini is a beautiful bust 
of an angel (1236). 

The closest and most devout of Ducdo's followers, so fiu as 
we know them by name, were Segna and Ugolino. By the 
first there remain in Siena a Madonna with SS. Paul, John 
Evangelist, and Bernard (40), a signed work and two figures 
of Saints, S. Ansano (42) and S. Galgano (43), later works, 
in the GaUery ; while in the reception-room of the Seminario 
of S. Francesco is a Virgin and Child. Nothing by Ugolino 
is left to-day in his native city. 

The greatest of Ducdo's pupils, the gayest, too, and the 
most in love with life, was Simone Martini (1285 (?)-i344). 
Nothing by him is to be seen in the Gallery, but his splendid 
though damaged frescoes of the Madonna and Child with Saints 
and of Guidoricdo da Fogliano on horseback in the Palazzo 
Pubblico, painted respectively in 1315-21 and in 1328, 
with the fine triptych, the Legend of Besto Agostino Novello, 
a later work, in the choir of S. Agostino, happily remain here. 

Simone's pupil, Pietro Lorenzetti (1305-48), and his 
younger brother and pupil, Ambrogio Lorenzetti (1323-48), 
are the first Sienese painters who were touched by outside 
influences, those of Giovanni Pisano and Giotto. By the 
elder, Pietro, very much remains in Siena. In the Gallery are 
a S. Gregory (59), a Madonna in Glory (61), two fragments of 
landscapes (70, 71), an Apostle (79), a Madonna and Angels 
(80), a panel of S. Cecilia (81) painted in 1332, two fmgmeots 
of a prtdeUa (83, 84), an AU^ory (92), and two panels — 
S. Agnes and another female saint (578, 579). In the Opera 
del Duomo is a fine panel of the Birth of the Virgin (63), 
painted in 1342. In the Spedale are some frescoes of 
S. Anthony Abbot and other Saints. In S. Francesco, in the 
first chapel on the left of the choir, is a fine fresco of the 
Crucifixion, and in the third chapel on the same side some 
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mined frescoes. In S. Pietro Orik is a fine picture of 
the Madonna on the left wall, and in the Sorvi, in a chapel 
on the right, is a fresco of the Innocents, with other frescoes 
in a chapel cm the Idt of the dioir — Salome dancing, the 
Ascension of S. John, and certain saints. 

Nor has Amlm^o, the greater of the two brothen, left as 
le». In the Gallery are five works or fragments from his 
hand: a S. Paul (52), a S. John Baptist (53), a small 
Madonna and Saints (6$)^ a polyptych of the Madoima 
and Saints (77), and an Annunciation (88), painted in 1344. 
In the Opera del Duomo we find four fi:i^ments : panels of 
S. Francis (69), S. Mary Magdalen (71), S. Catherine (7a), 
and S. Benedict (73). In the Palazzo Pubblico, in the Sala 
della Pace, we find his famous but obscure frescoes of Good 
and Bad Govenunent, painted in 1338-40, and in the Loggia 
a spoiled fresco of the Madoima. In S. Francesco, in a 
chapel in the convent, is a fine panel of the Madonna and 
Child, painted in 1340. In S. Agostino there are the heads 
of some saints in fresco to the right of the great doors. 
And there used to be a fine Mad(»ina in the Monistero di 
S. Eugenio, in the chapel to the left of the choir ; but it has 
gone to America. 

The Lorenzetti may be said to mark with their nameless 
disciples, whose work we see in the great frescoes of the 
Triumph of Death in the Campo Santo of Pisa, the highest 
achierement of &e school of Siena. Bama, a rather feeble 
follower of Simone Martini, who has apparently left nothing 
in Siena, and lippo Memmi {c. 1375), the brother-in-law of 
Simone, are not extraordinary, though the latter is a very 
charming artist Lippo Memmi's work in Siena consists 
qS two pieces — a panel of Madonna in the right transept 
of the Seryi, over the altar of the Madonna del Popolo, and 
a fresco in the cloister of S* Domenico, the Madonna and 
Child with S. Paul and an Angel. 

There follow Bartolo di Fredi (1330-1410) and Andrea 
Vanni (i 332-1414). Bartolo di Fredi, a follower of Lippo 
Memmi and the Lorenzetti, was considerably influenced by 
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Bama. His works in Siena are very numerous, there being 
more than twelve in the Gallery alone, beside works in the 
Spedale, in the Palazzo Saracini, and the fine Madonna 
Nursing her Child in S. Martino. In the Gallery we find a 
polyptych of the Madonna and Saints (51), a Head of 
S. Michael (63), various saints on two pilastri (97, 102), 
Xmopredelk (98, 99), Four Scenes firom the Life of the Blessed 
Virgin (100), the Assumption of the Virgin (loi) — these six 
being various parts of a work completed in 1388 — another 
predella with five panels (103), an Adoration of the Magi 
(104), and a panel of SS. Antonio and Onofrio (106). 

Andrea Vanni, too, was perhaps the pupil of Lippo Memmi ; 
at any rate, he was the partner of Bartolo di Fredi, and he 
came under the same influences. His work, like his fiiend's, 
is very plentiful in Siena, the Gallery alone possessing certainly 
four pieces from his hand — ^a triptych of S. Michael, S. John 
Baptist, and S. Anthony Abbot (67), a S. James (113), a 
tabernacle with the Crucifixion and various Saints (114), 
and S. John the Evangelist (312). 

He is followed by Taddeo di Bartoli (1362-1422), who 
developed under the influence of Bartolo di FredL The 
Gallery possesses some thirteen of his pieces, and his work is 
very plentiful elsewhere in Siena. His works in the Gallery 
include a Crucifix (55), the Crucifixion (122), the Adora- 
tion of the Magi (127), a small triptych of the Madonna and 
Child with Saints (128), panels of S. Peter Martyr (129), and 
S. Agnes (130), an Annunciation (131), painted in 1409, a 
Nativity (132), a triptych with the Nativity in the midst, 
between S. James and S. Domenico on the one side and 
S. Caterina delle Ruote and S. Maria Maddalena on the 
other, while above is the Resurrection of our Lord, with the 
Annunciation in the pinnacles. The remaining four pieces 
seem to be fragments. They consist of the Martyrdom of 
SS. Cosma and Damian (134), a S. Matthew (135), two 
panels of the Annunciation (143, 144), and S. Francis 
receiving the Stigmata (162). 

One of the most graphic and charming painters of the 
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fifteenth century in Siena was Stefano di Giovannii called 
Sassetta (1392-1450), who, Mr. Berenson tells us, was the 
pupil of Paolo di Giovanni Fei (1372-1410). Verj little of 
Sassetta's work remains in Siena, but a few small pictures and 
fragments ha?e been gathered into the Gallery — a S. Anthony 
Abbot (166), a Last Supper (167), two panels each with four 
Saints (168, 169), a small triptych of Madonna, Saints, and 
Angels (177), and a Madonna (325); they give but a small 
idea of his loveliness. His master, Paolo di Giovanni Fei, 
however, is very well refMresented indeed, not less than 
eighteen of his works being found in the GaUery, namely, 
a Madonna on a gold ground, unnumbered in Sala II; a 
Saint on horseback with three Soldiers (96), a Birth of the 
Virgin (116), a Madonna and Saints with the Crucifixion 
above (121), the central part of a triptych, a late work, a 
panel with S. Jacopo, S. Giovanni Battista, and a warrior Saint 
(126), a triptych of the Madonna Enthroned with our Lord, 
whom S. Catherine weds, two Angels, S. Lucy, S. James, and 
S. Bartholomew ; on the right panel S. Francis and S. John 
Baptist, on the left S. Antony and S. John Evangelist (137). 
Beside these works there remain two central panels of trip- 
tychs (141, 142), a diptych of the Madonna and Saints (146), 
two triptychs of the Madonna and Saints (154, 183), a panel 
with S. Margaret, S. Scholastica, and S. Laurence (170), two 
wings of a triptych with Saints, Prophets, and the Annuncia- 
tion (221), a Madonna and four Saints (222), a polyptych of 
Madonna and Saints (300), and four other pieces. As Mr. 
Perkins, that admirable student of Sienese art, has pointed 
out, Fei was unrivalled in his day as a painter of small panels. 
Almost all of his smaller works are, in fact, wonderftilly 
ddicate in workmanship and of surprising decorative effect. 
In his larger paintings he was not always so successful. 

His contemporary, Luca di Tomm^ is not so fine an artist, 
and is represented in the Gallery by but one work, a polyptych 
of S. Anne with the Blessed Virgin and Child, S. Catherine 
and the Baptist, S. Anthony and S. Agnes (109), which comes 
from S. Quirico d' Orda. 
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The fifteenth century, in which the most charming figure in 
Sienese art is Satsetta, opens really with Domenico di Bartolo^ 
who was made free of the Guild of Siena in 1438, betwe^i which 
date and 1444 we find him active. He is of the school of 
Taddeo Bartoli, but has tried to assimilate some influence 
from Florence ; in this he was not very successful, and his 
rare work is often disappointing. One picture from his hand, 
signed and dated 1433, hangs in the Gallery of Siena — a 
Madonna and Child surrounded by Angels (164). 

As for Giovanni di Paolo (1403-83), a pupil of Fei, 
strongly influenced by Sassetta, hiis work is but a wild>flower 
in the garden of Sienese art More than twenty of his works 
are here. His contemporary, Sano di Pietro (1406-81), 
the pupil of Sassetta, is one of the best painters of the schocd, 
a ddicate and sumptuous master, whose works fill the fo«rth 
and fifth rooms of the Gallery and run over into the sixth, fifty 
pictures in all findmg a place there. 

His fellow-pupil, Vecchietta (1413-80), is rqnresented by 
four pieces in the Siena Gallery — the doors of a shrine (304), 
painted in 1445, a panel of S. Bernardino (305), a Madonna 
and four Saints (310), painted in 1465, and a S« Laurence 
(577). Delightful painter though he b^ he does not charm 
us as his master can do ; nor has he, I think, the brilliance 
and versatility of his pupil, Francesco di Giorgio (1439-1503), 
who was architect, sculptor, painter, and engineer, and who 
studied the Pollaiuoli of FlcMrence. His works, rare elsewhere, 
are [dentiful in Siena, ten pieces from his hand hanging iq the 
Gallery, namely, Joseptk and Potiphar'^s Wife (274), Susanna 
and the Elders (375), Joseph sold by his Brethren (376), an 
Annunciation (377), a Madonna and Child with an Angel 
(388), a Madonna and Child with S. Peter and S. Paul (391), 
a Madonna and Child with two Saints (393), and a fragment 
of an Annunciation (306), a Nativity (437), painted in 1475, 
and a Ozonation of the Virgin (440), painted four years 
earlier. 

Another and far more subtle and charming pupil of 
Vecchietta was Neroccio di Landi (1447-1500), the veiy 
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flower of the Sienese school of the fifteenth century. The 
fiye master works which hang in the Gallery are, perhaps, the 
loveliest things there. His masterpiece, the Madonna and 
Child with S. Jerome and S. Bernardino (281), is like some 
marveUons flower fowid pressed upon the gold of an ancient 
missaL His other works there are only less lovely — the 
Madonna with S. Catherine and S. Bernardino (285), the 
thptych of 1476 (282), the Madonna with six Saints of 1492 
(278X and the Madonna with four Saints (287). 

One of the best Sienese painters^ Matteo di Giovanni 
(1435-95), always seems on the point of emerging into 
the more living art of Florence. Seven of his pictures 
are preserved in the Sienese Gallery, but not one of them 
can compare with his masterpiece, the Assumption of our 
National Gallery. ECs follower and imitator, Cozzarelli 
(1450-1516), is not to be named with his master, though 
his work is by no means without delight Seven works 
from his hand hang in the Gallery. 

Another lesser painter, but often a very charming one, 
thou^ his later work is austere, Benvenuto di Giovanni 
(1436- 1518), is represented in the Gallery by two works — 
the Ascension of 1491 and an earlier painting, a triptych 
with predeUa (435, 436) of 1475. 

His son and pupil, Girolamo di Benvenuto (1470-1524), 
one of the last painters of the true Sienese school, is a lesser 
master well represented in the Gallery by nine works — the 
Nativity (342), the Deposition (369), a panel of four Saints 
(370)9 the Birth of the Virgin (372), the Dead Christ with two 
Angels (373), two pictures of the Madonna and Child (380, 
395), an Assumption (383), and the Madonna with Saints and 
Angels (414) of 1508. 

With Girolamo di Benvenuto we come into the sixteenth 
century, to the work of Pacchia, of Pacchiarotto^ of Sodoma. 
But this is not Sienese work at all. It is a careful and too 
informed imitation of what other men have been content to 

« 

do at last with the realistic tradition. 



XIV 

TO THE OSSERVANZA, IL MONIS- 
TERO, BELCARO, AND LECCETO 

ONE soon grows weary of the straitness of the ways 
within the city wbXL even in Siena ; and seeing that the 
country, a perfect and delicious garden, begins at every 
gate, it is not long before even the most hurried traveller 
finds himself compelled to venture forth, on foot or in vettura^ 
if only for an afternoon, to explore those winding and lovely 
ways that lead him through the olive gardens and vineyards in 
and out of the valleys that gird the city round about And 
these valleys, these hills, hold treasures not less splendid, 
though much less numerous, than the great contado of 
Florence, which is so rich in little towns and villages and 
country churches full of the simple pictures and shrines of 
four hundred years ago. There are four adventures that 
every one will undertake from Siena, if, indeed, he be anything 
more than the merest tourist, and even the tourist can scarce 
omit them. I mean a visit to the Osservanza, and that is the 
briefest, to the monastery of S. Eugenio, to the Abbey of 
Lecceto, and to the villa of Bdcaro.' 

And first as to the Osservanza. That is a good way to 
reach it which takes you on foot out of JPorta Ovile, turning 

' These, at least, all will see who spend but a week in Siena ; these, 
then, I speak of here. The rest — the numberless walks and drives, the 
countless hidden villages and country churches — I hope to write of in a 
volume of '* Country Walks about Siena," similar to my «* Country Walks 
about Florence" (Methuen, 1908). 



TO THE OBSEBVANZA i6i 

left where the road reaches the railway, passing under the line, 
and following a steep and rough path to the convent By 
this way you may go in half an hour; you will drive by the 
carriage road no quicker, and lose many of the views cf the 
dty the path gives you, and you will be six Hre {preizo If^gieu) 
at least the poorer. 

The convent stands on the hill called Capriola, across the 
deep valley through which the railway runs southward from 
Siena, and commands some marvellous vistas. Modernized 
though the church has been, the whole place still has an air of 
the fifteenth century, and everywhere we find a remembrance 
of S. Bernardino^ the founder who here restored the Observ- 
ance of the true Rule of S. Francis, which during the centuries 
many Papal dispensations had considerably relaxed. 

S. Bernardino of Siena, the S. Francis, as we might call 
him, of the fifteenUi century, was bom at Massa Marittima in 
the Senese in 1380, of the noble family of AlUzzeschi. 
When he mis but three years old we learn he lost his mother, 
and before he was seven he was orphaned, for his father, the 
chief magistrate of Massa, was carried off by Uie plague. He 
was brought up then by his Aunt Diana, who loved him, we 
are told, as her own son, and educated him piously, so that 
he was modest, humble, and devout, and even as a child took 
delight in visiting churches, serving at Mass, and, above all, 
in hearing sermons, in the art of preaching, of which he was 
to become so great a master. 

Beside the love of eloquence which we find so early in him 
there was also a great compassion for the poor, which, not less 
than his preaching, was to marie him out from his fellows. 
One day, we read, when he was still but a child, seeing his 
aunt send away a poor person from their door without an 
alms, for, indeed, there was but one loaf in the hous^ he 
exclaimed, " For God's sake let us give something to this poor 
man ; oUierwise I will not dine nor sup this day." This, and 
other things, his aunt kept in her heart, encouraging him in 
pious customs, such ks fasting every Saturday in honour of 
the Blessed Virgin. Then, at eleven years of age, he left 
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Massa to join his uncles in Siena, who pat him to school there, 
and so modest was he withal, so pure of heart and conversa- 
tion, that the most impudent were kept in awe by his presence, 
and when the conversation grew too free, if he passed by, the 
very loosest rakes in that corrupt city would say, "Hush, 
hither comes Bernardino I" And this was no more an 
effeminacy in him than in Cato, who in ancient Rome by his 
mere presence restrained the lewdness of a festival Yet 
Bernardino did not altogether escape the touch of the brutality 
of his day, though he shamed that man who would have 
injured him. For, indeed, he was comely and beautiful, but 
his virtue secured him from more assaults, and he grew up to 
scourge the vileness of his time. 

Now when he had completed the course of philosophy, and 
had applied himself to the study of civil and canon law, at 
the age of seventeen he enrolled himself in the Confraternity 
of Our Lady in the Spedale della Scala, and there served the 
sick for four years till in 1400 the plague once more 
descended upon Italy, so that in Siena twenty persons 
died every day in the Spedale, and almost all the priests, 
apothecaries, and servants belonging to the place were carried 
off. In this predicament Bernardino gathered about him 
twelve young men to aid him in the service of the Spedale, 
and for four months he kept the place in order. Then, the 
pestilence being over, he returned home sick at last of a fever 
brought on by his fatigues, which kept him abed for some 
months. He was scarcely recovered when he returned to the 
same works of charity, nursing with incredible patience during 
more than a yoai an aunt of his called Bartolommea, who was 
blind and bedridden. When she died, he retired to a little 
retreat he had found on the hill of Capraja, or Capriola, where 
to<lay stands his Convent of the Observance which we are 
going to see. Here he lived in solitude, till he took the habit 
of S. Francis, among the fathers of the strict Observance, who 
had a convent on the hill of Colombaja not far away. After 
a year of novitiate, he made his profession on the day of the 
Nativity of the Blessed Virgin, and his own birthday, it seems, 
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in 1404. There he dwelt, always striving to make the Rule 
more strict, pleased with insults and humiliations. When he 
went abroad it was in a threadbare short habit, to be pelted 
with stones by the rascals of Siena, and greeted everywhere 
with contempt He was of noble family, and his relations 
naturally objected to his utter disr^ard of their position in 
the city; they abused and reproached him; but he heard 
Christ whisper, ** If thou lovest Me, follow Me." And now, 
having prepared himself for preaching, he was ordered to 
practise it For long he suffered an impediment in his speech, 
but Madonna took it from him, and for fourteen years he 
laboured in Sena and her contado^ and he became there 
a li^t and a beacon to the whole Church. 

Of his labours throughout Italy this is not the place to 
speak. For him, at least, the truth was so clear and so full 
of all delight that his continual wonder was that men would 
not hold to it " O ye sons of men, how long will ye be dull 
of heart? " It is the burden of all his sermons. 

His day was an evil day, a day of indescribable vices which 
he combated lucidly and freely with all his strength. He 
would have had men love our Lord altogether. To this end 
he caused the Perugian, whose business it was to make cards 
for gambling, to make instead little boards on which the 
sacred name of Jesus was curiously inscribed in gold letters 
for a remembrance of His love for man. Nor was he without 
offence. Pope Martin V imposed silence upon him, and he 
acquiesced, but when the Pope had heard the truth he dis- 
missed him with his blessing, and pressed upon him the 
Bishopric of Siena in 1427. This he declined, no less 
resolutely than that of Ferrara, offered to him by Eugenius IV 
in 1431, and that of Urbino in 1435. 

In Milan he rebuked the Visconti, and when the threat of 
death did not silence him, the Duke sought to bribe him, but 
he gave the money to those who for debt were in prison. 
This contempt for money appealed to ViscontL He could 
not imagine it. And ever after he venerated Bernardino as a 
saint. His travels covered all Italy ; he pacified Perugia and 
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Ancona. In 1433 he went with the Emperor Sigismond to 
Rome, and then returned to Siena, where he foonded ^bk 
Convent of the Observance, and finished the other work he 
had begun, and in 1438 he was appointed Vicar-Genend of the 
Order of the Strict Observance in Italy. As General he 
laboured for five years, when in his age he began again to 
preach through all Italy. In 1444 he was again in Siena, and 
then, setting out for the Abruzzi, he was taken ill with fever 
on the road, and died at Aquila on 20 May, 1444, in the 
sixty-fourth year of his age. 

It is to this true son of S. Francis that we owe the Osser- 
vanza of Siena. The buildings he left were but a small part 
of those we see to-day, it is true. But the enlargements of 
Pandolfo Petrucd at the close of the fifteenth century were 
made in his honour, and the restorations at the end of the 
seventeenth century are in some sort a tribute to him. 

Passing under a fine loggia, you gain admittance by iht 
great door, and find yourself at once in a big diurch of 
a single nave with a large choir, but without aisles or transq;>ts. 
On either side all up the nave are chapels, and over their altars 
are pictures of great beauty. In the first chapel on the north 
is a picture of the Madonna and Child with Angels by Sano 
di Pietro, partly repainted. Over the altar of the second 
chapel is a splendid terra-cotta by Andrea della Robbia of the 
Coronation of the VirgiiL Over the altar of the third chapel 
is another picture by Sano di Pietro, the Madonna and Child 
with S. James and S. Bernardino. Its prtdella is placed under 
a pdyptych by Taddeo di Bartoli in the next chapeL 

On either side the high altar are Mad<Hma and the Angel 
of the Annunciation by Andrea della Robbia. The altar itself 
contains relics of S. Bernardino in a fifteenth-century casket. 
In the choir on either side the window are a picture of 
S. Catherine with a donor by Girolamo di Benvenuto, and 
a picture of S. Bernardino, signed and dated 1439, by Pietro 
di GiovannL 

The chapels on the south side of the nave are not less ri<di 
than those on the north. In that nearest the high altar is a 
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splendid akaipieoe of the Madonna and CMd with S. Ambrose 
and S. Jerome, with above an Annmidation hj Sassetta. This 
is the great treasure of the church, and perhaps the finest 
work hf Sassetta in Italy, though the altarpiece at Asciano is 
perhaps as fine. In the next chapel is a Crucifixion ascribed 
to Sodoma, but certainly not from his hand. The last chapel 
contains a S. Anthony of Padua by CozzarellL A Tietk by 
the same artist is in the sacristy, where, too, may be seen the 
tombstone of the Magnificent Pand&lfo Petrucd. In the 
crypt we find the cell of S. Bernardino. 

The beauty of the country in which the Osseryanza stands, 
the splendour of the views thence, for one may not only look 
upcm Siena, but on the perfect shape of Monf Amiata south- 
ward and ncMTthward to Monte Morello, invite one to linger 
in the country, and so it was by many a byway and olive 
g^ffden that I came at last to II Monistero. The less adven- 
tmrous, less haphazard traveller, however, will do well to return 
firom the Ossovanza to the city, and to leave it again by the 
P<Mrta S. Marco ; the Monistero lies a little further from that gate 
than the Osservanza from Porta Ovile. And, indeed, it is but 
few who will care to visit these two shrines in one day ; they 
are best seen and enjoyed if an afternoon be devoted to each. 

The way out of Porta S. Marco lies as nearly south as may 
be, and die road winds down picturesquely from the city, 
giving you your first real idea, perhaps, of its remoteness and 
height. The views all the way are fine. At the gate II Monis- 
tero comes in sight and beyond and beyond Mont* Amiata and 
Cetona, and between them the bizarre stronghold of Radicofani. 

In the eighth century, when, as we have seen, the first 
quarrel arose between Siena and Arezzo about the jurisdiction 
of a convent, Siena was administered by a certain Wamefred, 
and it was he who founded the Abbey of S. Eugenio, known 
to-day, when it is no longer in the hands of religious, but a 
country house, as II Ministero. It is thus possibly the most 
ancient abbey in all the Granducato. One climbs from the 
valley to readi it on its hill over the road to Grosseto, which 
it dominates. The situation is very splendid, and one is not 
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surprised to learn that it was here in 1270 the Count Goido di 
Montfort encamped with the army of the Goelf League only 
ten years after Montaperta Guido was Vicar of King Charles 
of Anjou, and was intent on spoiling Siena and the caniado. 
Nearly three hundred years later — in 1553 — Pietro Strom 
erected fortifications hoe on the eve of Siena's £alL The 
abbey always belonged to the BenedictineSi who in 1446 
received here, by order of Pope Eugenius IV» the monks of 
Badia a Isola. The great abbey was suppressed in the 
eighteenth century, in much the same way as its sister house 
on Mont* Amiata. 

To-day all we see is a fine baroque church, a few cloisters 
and buildings, and a magnificent villa. The church has still 
some treasures left, though they are &st slipping away. On 
either side of the nave, by the high altar, are frescoes of the 
Resurrection and the Crudfizion by Benvenuto di (Movanni. 
In the chapel, on the north side, is a picture of the Madonna 
and Child with Angeb by Francesco di Giorgio. In the 
chapel on the left side there is nothing now, but till lately 
there hung here a fine Madonna by Ambrogio LorenzettL 
On either side the high idtar are SS. Peter and Paul by 
Vanni; whUe by the west door is a dead Christ watched 
by two Angels by Fungai. The sacristy is a little gallery of 
pictures containing a spcMled Madonna by Ducdo^ and S. 
Ansano and a Bishop by Taddeo di BartolL 

From the gardens of U Monistero you may see many fine 
things — the dty of Siena and Monf Amiata — but among 
those within reach none finer than the tufted and lofty villa 
of Belcaro, dark with ilex. To reach Belcaro from Siena you 
must leave the city by the PorU Fontebranda, whence it is a 
walk or a drive of some three miles. It is certainly not 
further fix>m II Ministero, and the way is not less beautiful. 

Belcaro is one of the most splendid of those fortified villas 
of the fourteenth century which remain to us. The Salimbeni 
held it in 1384, then the Marescotti ; in 1482 it was ordered 
to be dismantled. Since then it has passed through many 
hands: the Bellanti have held it, and the Turamini, who 
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leduced it to a pleasure-house, building a chapel, which was 
painted in 1535 by Peruzzi. Fortified again in 1554 for the 
great si^e, it was taken by the Spaniards in the same year, but 
not without exacting toll. 

From the beautiful rampart over the age-old ilexes we have 
to-day one of the most splendid views of the country about 
Siena, with the city herself in the distance. In a small room 
at the end of this noble pacing is a picture of Madonna with 
two Saints by Matteo di Giovanni, with two Trecento panels. 
The frescoes of Peruzzi in the chapel have been spoilt, but in 
a chamber on the ground floor of the fortification is a ceiling 
frescoed by his hand with the Judgment of Paris. 

Away to the north of Belcaro, some three miles, I suppose, 
to walk or drive, stands the Abbey of Lecceto, occupied in 
summer by the students of the Seminario of Siena. The 
forest of ilex which surrounded it, and from which it had its 
name {iecci)^ has for the most part been cut down, and, save 
in summer, the place is almost deserted to-day, a contadino 
and his Csunily being its only inhabitants for three parts of 
the year. 

But that forest was of very ancient planting and of great 
£ame. There, it is said, the converts of S. Ansano took refuge, 
and in 388 S. Augustine visited it by reason of its quietness 
and the holy life of its hermits : while it is said that S. Monica, 
S. Jerome, S. Dominic, and S. Francis enjoyed its hospitality. 

The place was well known, too, for its miracles; in the 
b^inning a holy hermit, by merely touching the ground with 
a reed, had caused miraculous waters to spring forth and 
transform a desert into a fair garden, whose flowers had 
wonderful medicinal qualities; while here, too, were found 
the precious stones of Calvary, like diamonds and rubies, 
glistening white and rosy red, the tears and the blood of our 
Redeemer. Indeed, the whole place was full of mystery. 
The woods which surrounded it, the l^ends, some of them 
gay and delicious stories almost worthy of the "Fioretti," 
caused it to be considered everywhere as a reverend and 
holy place. 



i68 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

The most human, and perhaps the most characteristic, of 
its sons has in his " Assempri " left us many records of the 
place. Fra Filippo, who is Mr. Heywood's hero in his 
fascinating and too little known work, "The Ensamples of 
Fra Filippo," ' tells us of many of these miracles, and among 
them I choose, for its own sake, the following : — * 

"In that place," says Fra Filippo, "abode very holy and 
virtuous friars, who were exceeding strict and fervent in the 
observance of the rule [the place had long been in the hands 
of the Augustinian Friars] and of the ceremonies. Now the 
Prior of the said Convent was a very holy man and venerable 
friar, by name Bandino dei Balzetti of Siena. And it came 
to pass upon a certain day at noon, the same being the time 
of dlence when the friars were in their cells, that the blessed 
Fra Bandino looked, and lo ! a thief had stolen the ass of the 
Place and was leading it away. But rather than break silence 
himself or cause the friars to break it, he suffered the thief to 
lead away that ass. Nevertheless he betook himself to the 
church and kneeled down before the picture of the Saviour 
which was above the altar, and he besought God for that thief 
that He would turn him to repentance and would save his 
soul. Now the thief had departed with the ass and had well- 
nigh gone forth from the Selva. But when he came to the 
place where he should have gone out, the ass stood still, as it 
had been a rock embedded in the ground ; neither for all 
that he could do would the ass pass out of the Selva. 
Wherefore the thief, fearing to be overtaken, was minded to 
depart thence and to leave the ass. But in like manner, when 
he sought to go forth from the Sdva, the ass became, as 
it were, a wall before him, and on no wise could he go 
go forth. Then, seeing himself in such straits, he was pricked 
to the heart, and he vowed a vow unto God and unto the 
Virgin Mary that if he were permitted to go thence he would 
return to that Convent and would restore the ass, and from 
thenceforth would amend and correct his life. And when he 

' Published by Torrini of Siena, 1901. 
* Cf. Heywood, 1^. of., p. 13. 
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had so TOwed, the ass turned back of his own accord, and 
anon he found himself free to move. And he returned with 
the ass and asked for the Prior of the Place, to wit, the blessed 
Fra Bandino, who was prior. And to him he delivered the 
ass and confessed his fault with many tears and besought 
pardon, and he told him of the miracle which had haj^ned. 
Then the blessed Fra Bandino forgave him and caused large 
alms to be given to him. And with much love and charity 
he entreated him to sin no more, but to amend his life. 
And when he had promised so to do he sent him away in 
peace." 

That is but one of many such wonders ; indeed, so vastly 
numerous became the miracles, that about 1336 the prior, in 
his robes, " betook himself to the place where their dead had 
been buried, and in the name of holy obedience charged the 
blessed dead to abstain from obtaining further miracles from 
God ... for by reason of the vast concourse of people who 
besieged the convent the pious meditations of the monks were 
in no small degree disturbed.'* 

By that time the place had become an embodiment of 
mediseval legend. It was deserted in the fifteenth century for 
fear of the companies of adventure, and was at last suppressed 
in 1810, when it was given to the Seminario Vescovile c^ Siena 
as a summer residence. 

What the life of those friars was may be seen in one of the 
cloisters, where a series of frescoes sets forth in contrast the 
life of the convent and the life of the world. They are prob- 
ably the work of Paolo di Maestro Neri. In another cloister 
are restored frescoes of the fifteenth century, in which are 
depicted scenes of the life of S. Augustine and again of the 
friars. Over the church door is another fresco, a Christ by 
Paolo di Maestro Neri, and some remnants of work, possibly by 
him, remain in the church itself, which now contains scarcely 
anything of interest but a tomb of some knight of the Saracini 
frunily. 

S. Leonardo al Lago, a hermitage of the convent, suppressed 
in 1 78 1, lies in the plain some few miles beyond. The church 
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there alone remains as in old time ; its splendid frescoes in 
the choir of the Life of the Virgin are by some follower of the 
Lorenzetti. 

The real charm, however, of Lecceto does not lie in the 
works of art that by chance rather than by design remain to it. 
We find it rather in the beauty and tranquillity of the place 
itself. So that, when we set out again on the road to Siena, it 
is after all with some regret, a real sense of loss, as though 
something we had loved were gone out of our lives, and we 
knew not whether we should find it again, or be able to 
reconcile ourselves to its eternal absence. 



XV 
ASCIANO 

As you gaze southward from the platform of Siena, from 
the Porta Romana or the bastion of S. Barbara, you see 
before you, across the narrow gardois that hem Siena in and 
fill all her valleys with plenteousness, a country of a very 
different character, that has much in common with the bare 
uplands about Volterra, a strong and masculine country of 
vast and barren undulations, of low and restless day hills, very 
tragic in aspect and full of mystery. 

Almost invisible at midday in the glare of the summer sun, 
often hidden in early morning by the mists of the valleys, this 
strange wilderness reveals itself only at evening, when it seems 
to lie like a restless sea between the city and that far away 
fair mountain, Mont* Amiata, whose beautiful and pure out- 
line nothing can ever trouble or modify. Forbidding at first , 
little by little, as day by day, evening by evening, you gaze on 
that vast loneliness, it begins to attract you, to call you, to 
fSeisdnate you ; its little cities half-hidden here and there in the 
sombre billows of clay or suddenly shining out in a glint of 
stormy sunshine, or delicately revealed in some virginal dawn, 
beckon you from Siena, till at last you set out to find them 
where they are repeating their beautiful names — ^Asdano, 
Buonconvento, Montepuldano, Pienzig S. Quirico, Montal- 
dno, Radicofani, Chiusi. 

If you leave the fruitful heights of Siena by train to explore 

that wonderful desert, the first place you will come upon will 

be the walled town of Asdano, lying in a verdant hollow of 
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that barren sea of clay. Always a place of some importance! 
since it held the Ombrone valley, Asdano is now the chief 
centre of this wild district between Siena and the southern 
hills; for though it is far from the great Via Frandgena, it is 
the junction of the railway system which joins Northern with 
Southern Tuscany, which leads from Florence and Siena to 
Rome, to the mountains of Umbria and the marshes of the 
Maremma. 

The ancient capital of this strange country which now looks 
to Asciano was Buonconvento, on the Via Francigena, some 
twenty miles south of Siena. It was not through Asciano but 
through Buonconvento that all our &thers passed to Rome, 
and before our &thers those Imperial armies which ^o use- 
lessly laid waste Italy. If we follow the railway, then, we 
shall be departing from the ancient way. But, in fact, to the 
leisured traveller it will make but little difference whether he 
traverses the mediaeval highway to Buonconvento or goes by 
train to Ascumo. In either case he must cross that region of 
solitude and desolation, and in either case he will find himself 
at last in Buonconvento. But if he journey by the road which 
runs almost due south out of Porta Romana he will miss 
Asdsmo, which is worth almost any trouble to see. 

Arguing thus, I determined for once to follow the railway, 
and I was confirmed in my choice by the chance I was thus 
offered of a glimpse of the battlefield of Montaperto, and, 
better than any battlefield, of some rare pictures that I knew 
were hidden thereabout So I set out by train, and it was 
early in the morning. 

Now between Siena and Asciano the railway crosses a good 
part of that desert of clay hills which gives, as I think, so 
much of its character to Siena, and, indeed, to the Sienese. 
There is, and indeed there can be, but little to see : only the 
desert has its own beauty and strength, and may be loved at 
last for its own great sake. But before entering that sombre 
country, at some six miles from Siena the train draws up (or a 
moment at the little wayside station of Arbia, without a village 
or even a house to account for it It is there, however, you 
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must get out if yoa woald visit the battMdd of Montaperto, 
a somewhat tirii^, sentimental journey that might easily 
become a bore, but that on the way to the scene of the 
famous fight you find the Church of S. Ansano a Do£ftna, 
and close by the chapel which marks the supposed scene of 
the martyrdom of S. Ansano, the apostle of the Sienese. 

At S. AnsanOi in what was once a convait and is now a 
parish church, I found a fine Madonna by Baldassare Perozxi ; 
and it is to thisaxteenth-century painter and pupil of Pacchia- 
rotto and assistant of Pintoricchio that we owe the little chapel 
called II MartiriOi some quarter of a mile away to the we^ 
which marks, as it is said, the scene of S. Ansano's martyrdom. 
Heie I found a q^endid i»cture, pamted in 1328, by Pietro 
Lorenzetti, a Madonna and Child surrounded by Angels, with 
S. Nichdas and S. Anthony Abbot, which is worth all the 
fifttigue of the way. 

I turned away at last from this exquisite and smiling love- 
liness to die sombre and masculine country which lay around, 
and through which, after a long and useless tramp over the 
battlefield, I made my way back to the station. It was 
evening. All around me that vast and empty world whose 
tremendous outlines seem to express an endless domination 
was softened in the level light of the setting sun. On its 
desolate and tragic majesty a marvellous and dehcate beauty 
seemed to have fallen from the sky, which, trembling with 
light, seemed to bless it and to call forth all that was best and 
most characteristic in that sombre strength which it alone was 
able to reveal and to transfigure. Everywhere around me lay 
that barren sea of clay, billow after billow rolling away to the 
horizon, broken only by the far hills. Every line and seam 
and channel in that desert of day was visible in the evening 
light, and seemed to reveal to me for the first time the 
incredible age of the world. Then little by little it faded 
away, the merciful shadows crept up from the valleys and 
wrapt everything in a delicious cooUiess, a wonderful embrace. 
It was quite dark when I came to Asdana 

Asdano is a little town half-hidden in the fruitful clefts of 
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this desert of clay, that lies, it might seem, so restlessly 
between the mountains. Half-hidden in its delicious valley, 
it lies some distance from the railway, with which it seems to 
have but little in common, so little, in fact, that, as any 
traveller may see as he approaches by train, the line quite 
passes it by so dose that you might drop a stone on to its 
roofs, yet die station is set more than a mile away from the 
town in a desolate place in the valley of the Bestina. 

With a good thousand years of life behind her, Asdano 
has left us little history, and* in fact, there seems bat 
little to know. Her story is that of most of the towns in the 
contado of Siena. From the ninth century we find the Conti 
Sdalenghi dominating her till they were divided into various 
branches, and were called Manenti, Ardenghi, and Berar- 
denghi. Of these last were the potent Cacciaconti and 
Cacdaguerra, and that Caccia d' Ascumo whom Dante named 
among the luxurious fools of Siena in the twenty-ninth Inferno. 
In 1 1 69 Ildebrando of the Cacdaguerra renounced his portion 
in Asdano to the Republic of Siena, and it was then that 
Asciano first came under the influence of the dty, which 
ordered, as it is said, the destruction of the ancient fortress 
which stood on the highest part of the old castello^ where now 
stands S. Francesco. But Asciano did not cease altogether to 
be under the dominion of the Sdalenghi till 1212. Then in 
1234 the casteUo was besieged by the Florentines, who took it. 
A little later it came back into the power of Siena and was 
refortified, as it was again in 1351. Thereafter it remained 
Sienese, till in 1554 it fdl, with all the rest of the contado^ into 
the hands of Cosimo I. 

But though her story can have but little interest for us, 
Asdano, as we soon find, is to be loved, is to be loved for 
her own sake, and strictly for what she remains to-day, one of 
the most charming of all those delightftil towns that lie like 
flowers on the skirts of Siena. Her situation is delidous, 
cosily hidden among the vineyards in the billows of the 
desert; her people are honest and courteous and bid you 
wdcome, her inn is dean and humble, and, knowing nothing 
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of strange comforts, is all for home, and she has treasures that 
many a place more famous might envy. 

She stands, as I have said, in a cleft of the desert. She 
seems, indeed, gradually to have slipt down a lowly hill-side 
till she should be lost in the shade of the valley. Her oldest 
citadel, the casttllo proper, is set on the summit of a low hilL 
There of old stood the fortress, where S. Francesco stands 
to-day. But this fortified place, called II Prato, now in ruin, 
seems to have little to do with the town proper, which is some 
distance away, lower down the hill-side, and utterly separate 
from it On the other side of Asdano, and lower still — in fact, 
in the bottom of this narrow cleft in the hills where it opens 
into the valley of the Ombrone— stands the borgo called 
Campalboli, dose by the Siena gate, but in truth not joined 
to the true town, but separated from it by the country as the 
Prato is. 

But the true splendour of Asdano lies in her churches, 
which are to be found alike in her three divisions. There is 
S. Agata in the town proper, the CoU^iata since 1543, a fine 
and interesting building of the transition period. It is per- 
haps here that Asdano keeps her greatest treasure. For in 
the choir behind the high altar, on the left, is a magnificent 
altarpiece, an early work by Sassetta, representing the Birth 
of the Blessed Virgin, with scenes from her life. Mr. Berenson 
in his illuminating study of this painter ' tells us that this 
triptych is '' in all probability earlier than 1436 . . . and may 
even have been painted before 1430." It is certainly the 
earliest important work by Sassetta that has come down to us. 
It must have been one of the greatest and noblest works any- 
where to be seen in Burope when it was new, for it is ftiU of a 
sweet gravity, precision, and daintiness that still entrance us 
and lift up our hearts. In the midst, in a beautiftil and lofty 
room bdbre a cheerful fire — Brother Fire, of whom S. Francis 
sang, comdy and joyful, masterful and strong — sits some sister, 
maybe of S. Anne, with the Blessed Virgin— our life, our 

* B. BerensoD '* A Sienese Fainter of the Fnmdscan Legend " (Dent, 
X909)» P' 56. 
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Sweetnessi and our Koipe — in her arms. A servant warms 
some linen before the crackling flames, while to and fro 
through the sunlit room angels softly pass and repass^ intent 
on the service of their Queen. Nor are they foigetful of 
S. Anne, who, still abed, is served by one of them, while 
another waits on guard, fiE^dnated by the little Viigin. To 
the left without sits S. Joachim, talking, it may be, with the 
doctor, while a little lad, perhaps S. Joseph, runs in from the 
garden, charmingly visible, with its well and cypress and 
border of flowers, through an open doorway. Above are 
three scenes : in the midst the Madonna and Child with four 
Angels, to the left the death, and to the right the funeral of 
the Blessed Virgin. Nothing can exceed the intimate loveli* 
ness of this woric 

Around the choir and guarding it, as it were, are set the 
four Evangelists of F^. Then in the north transept one comes 
upon a fine picture by Taddeo di Bartoli of the Madonna and 
Child, and an Annunciation by some pujHl of his, togeth^ 
with an altarpieoe by Giovanni di Paolo and two Saints by 
Matteo di Giovanni. In the south transept are four Saints by 
a pupil of Taddeo di Bartoli, and a large fresco by some 
painter near to Pacchia.' Lastly, to the left of the main 
entrance is a fresco of the Pietk by some pupil of Sodoma's. 

The other church within the town proper is that of S. 
Agostiix). Here in the nave, over the second altar on the 
right, is a part of an altarpiece by Matteo di Giovanni, con- 
sisting of four Saints, the Aimunciation, and the Blessed 
Trinity, with five predeUe scenes of great beauty. The centre 
panel of this altarpiece, which completes it, is the great aixl 
holy treasure of the church. It stands over the high altar, 
and represents the Madonna and Child, and can only be seen 
with some ceremony. Nothing can be more lovely than this 
work of Matteo's, and, indeed, it is one of the finest works of 
the Sienese school anywhere to be found. Under the Madonna, 
over the high altar, isa beautiful gold Crudfiz of the fourteenth 
century. 

* According to Mr. Perkins. 
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Over the second altar, on the left in the nave, is a picture of 
the Nativity of much beauty, by Pietro di Domenico. Here, 
indeed, we see Christ bom as the dawn is breaking over the 
hills and the angels sing in the twilight. 

From S. Agostino it is, after all, but a little way back past 
S. Agata and along a country road up to the old castello^ where 
now, instead of a fortress, S. Francesco stands. It is interest- 
ing, though mournful, to note how completely this church has 
been spoiled and its character changed. It was once a build- 
ing in the Italian Gothic manner, such as we still find so 
lovely and spacious in S. Croce of Florence. It had five 
pointed windows on either side the nave, and between and 
under them the walls were covered with frescoes by Giovanni 
d' Asijciano, some fragments of whose work are still visible. 
All that, however, was changed in the seventeenth century, 
when the windows were blocked up or squared or destroyed, 
the whole church was whitewashed, and six baroque altars, 
whitewashed, too, save where they were painted to represent 
marble, were set up to fill the place with their bastard splen- 
dour, the gaiety of a salon, the insincerity that marked the 
Catholic reaction. And so tOHlay the church is no longer a 
charming and pure coimtry maiden, but a broken-down 
woman of the town, shabby and outmoded. 

Nevertheless some notable and lovely things remain to it 
amid the ruin that fools have contrived. First there are 
those two wooden statues of life-size, made in the fifteenth 
century, representing the Annunciation, that stand on either 
side of the main entrance. Then there is, fairer far, the 
masterpiece of Lippo Memmi, a Virgin and Child with donor, 
which hangs at the entrance to the chapel, on the extreme 
south of the choir. It must be one of the loveliest things in 
Italy, rare and precious, and of an astonishing quality, and, 
like so many of the best pictures in Southern Tuscany, it has 
not yet — Deo gratias — ^been imprisoned in some museum or 
gallery, but still gladdens the simple of heart in this ruined 
sanctuary, where, among the debris, even yet we may pray to 
God. 

N 
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One lingers long about S. Francesco^ periiaps for the sake 
of the view, for from the platform before the church you may 
see right across the desert of clay in which Asdano lies like a 
little secret spring, and trace, indeed, much of the way that 
must presently be followed to Monte Oliveto^ the great oasis 
and sanctuary of this wilderness. 

Before setting out thither, however, I did not foiget to visit 
the true borgo of Asciano, the little village called Campalboli, 
a few hundred yards outside the Siena gate. There in the 
midst I found a chapel with a fresco of the Assumption of the 
Blessed Virgin by Benv^iuto di Girolamo, and a fresco of 
three saints — S. Lucy, S. Roch, and S. Jerome — by the same 
painter. The church close by has frescoes of the Seasons by 
Ambrogio Lorenzetti, but I was not permitted to see them. 

And having returned to the town and taken my last look at 
Sassetta's altarpiece in S. Agata, I mad6 ready to set out 
where the road led to Monte Oliveta 



XVI 
MONTE OLIVETO 

IT is really on the way from Asciano to Monte OUveto that 
the true character of that vague and wonderful desert that 
lies between the fruitful hills of Siena and the forest uplands 
of Mont* Amiata is revealed, its fierceness, terror, and bitter- 
ness. Its mere aspect in any large view of it cannot, I think, 
be better described than by likening it to one of those modelled 
plans jn relief which are displayed in the geographical room of 
a museum. Like them, this country seems to have but little 
relation to anything we have really seen. Its vast, irr^ular 
surface, the colour of ruddy clay, restless as the sea, full of 
chasms, gullies, precipice and abyss, scored and channelled 
everywhere by the rain, and almost completely sterile, both 
startles the traveller by its unexpected strength and makes him 
afraid in its fierce desolation. It has something of the energy 
add splendour of the landscape Dante describes with such 
concentrated fury in the " Inferno," and, indeed, it may well 
have inspired him, for it is certain that neither at Florence nor 
elsewhere in his exile can he have seen anything to compare 
with it 

But I give altogether a wrong impression of this desert 
country if for one moment I have suggested that it is either 
mean or ugly. It is neither. On the contrary, it has a 
masculine and ascetic beauty to be found nowhere else in 
Italy, and a certain largeness and strength that constantly 
remind one of Castile. Moreover, on the road from Asciano 
to Monte Oliveto there is much of great beauty in the land- 
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scape beside the beauty of the desert. There is the majestic 
loveliness, the incomparable outline of Monf Amiata, the 
bizarre and haggard splendour of Radicofani, and both these 
wonders burst upon one suddenly and dramatically after 
climbing the longest hill some half-way to the monastery. 

There are many outlines of surpassing splendour in Italy : 
there are the hills of Cortona as seen from Montepulciano, 
there are Monte Cimino and Monte Venere as seen from 
Abbadia S. Salvatore, there are the hills of Vallombrosa as 
seen from Vinci^iata, the whole splendour of Val d' Amo as 
seen from Empoli, and the Monti Pisani as seen from the 
leaning tower of Pisa ; but there is no other outline that I 
have seen, even in my dreams, that may compare with that 
of Mont* Amiata as seen from three different points — the 
Porta Romana of Siena, the platform behind the Cathedral of 
Pienza, and this desert hill-side between Asciano and Monte 
Oliveto. Modem Italy has wantonly destroyed half her 
patrimony in a kind of pique, to humour fools or to mark 
what she conceives to be her "progress," whither no one 
knows ; but not yet has she thought or been able to destroy 
much of the superhuman loveliness with which God has 
endowed her. No doubt in time, if modem society should 
endure — and it cannot endure — these things also will be lost 
to us, but that time is not yet, and, in spite of the chemical 
works of the valley of Spoleto, the mines of Monf Amiata, 
which are slowly destroying the inhabitants, and various other 
bmtalities that we observe from time to time, it is probable 
that this view will remain during our time one of the true 
wonders of the world. 

But if one seeks destraction one has not far to go for it — 
only, indeed, as far as the monastery itself, hidden away 
among the worst precipices of this desert, which here the 
monks had made to blossom like the rose. 

The great block of brick buildings which form the monastery, 
with its church, cloisters, and conventual house, are the centre 
of a veritable oasis in this bare country, of an oasis which 
little by little the desert is claiming again. For the place is 
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no longer a monastery, the monks having been dejmved by 
the jealous Italian Government not only of the fruits of their 
labours, the houses they had built, the smiling garden they 
had contrived in the desert, but of the right to labour at all. 
Nor in robbing them has modem Italy seen fit herself to fill 
their place. Her policy has been, here as elsewhere, that of a 
mere anarchist, eager in destruction, but too often careless or 
incapable of construction, or even, as here, of carrying on the 
good work of the monks she has robbed. The Abbey of 
Monte Oliveto, a monastery no longer, is now a sort of pension 
for y&f5«/l»>fT— certainly the only people who ever come here, 
dependent upon the Accademia delle Belle Arti of Siena. 
The loss is Italy's and ours ; for while we as mere travellers 
may still find here the hospitality we seek, the Italian con- 
tadino and labourer are deprived of their employers ; the land 
carefully and laboriously redeemed and cultivated by the 
monks has been lost, and a host of people left without 
employment. It is a striking spectacle, not uncommon in 
Italy, where the true Italians, the common people, have been 
more ruthlessly exploited by the middle classes, the bagmen 
from Piedmont, and all the riflf-raff of the risorgimento^ than 
anywhere else in Europe. 

It was about the year 1320 that there began to rise among 
these barren clay hills and dreadful precipices this Archicenobio 
in which the Congr^;ation of Olivetani had its origin. The 
r^on in which it stands, so bitter and savage and sterile, 
was known as the desert of Accona, and, save where the 
splendid labour of the monks has redeemed it, it is still an 
unimaginable wilderness. 

The man to whom in the first place we owe the foundation 
of this house, so eager in its splendid work of the redemption 
of the soil from sterility and waste, is a certain Bernardo of 
the Tolomei of Siena, who fled into this solitude in the year 
in which Dante's Emperor, Henry VII, died at Buonconvento, 
not so far away, the year 1313. Bernardo was the son of 
Mino Tolomei, the head of the Qbibelline branch of this 
boose, and of Fulvia Tancredl. He was bom m 1272, and 
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seems to have been christened not Bernardo but Giovanni. 
As a boy he was studious and pious, and as a young man 
became the leader of the social life of Siena, and seems to 
have exercised no little influence in the politics of the Republic. 
It was, however, his learning which chiefly delighted his fellow- 
citizens, and it was indirectly his learning that was the cause 
of his conversion. One day, we read, as he was about to 
deliver a lecture on some philosophical subject to the Studio 
of Siena, he was struck blind. In his darkness visions came 
to him, and presently, after prajdng to the Blessed Virgin, he 
recovered his sight, and instead of a philosophical discourse he 
preached a sermon, De Contemptu Mundi^ in which he de- 
plored the condition of Italy, the exile of the Popes, and the 
general state of enmity in which the world then lay. Then, 
giving all he had to the poor, only retaining a few acres of 
barren land he possessed here in the desert of Accona, he left 
Siena for this bitter place with his two noble friends, Patrizio 
Patrizi and Ambrogio Piccolomini. The first thing they set 
about was the building of a tiny chapel, which they did with 
their own hands, and when it was finished they placed it 
under the protection of S. Scholastica. Then, changing his 
name, Blessed Bernardo b^an to redeem the land round 
about. All through that desert men heard of him and came 
to see him, thinking him mad. Then certain Guelfs in Siena, 
smelling a Ghibelline plot, tried to poison him, but he was 
warned from heaven of his peril, and escaped. Then both 
Bernardo and Ambrogio Piccoloiniili were accused of heresy, 
and summoned to Avignon. But the Pope received them 
with kindness, and sent them back with a recommendation 
to the great Bishop of Arezzo, Guido Tarlati, who at the 
Pope's bidding gave them the Rule and the habit of S. Bene- 
dict, and sent for the Camaldolese, who inaugurated the new 
Order under the name of the '' Congregation of the Blessed 
Virgin of Monte Oliveto," and all this was confirmed by the 
Pope in 1319. 

Now when Blessed Bernardo had achieved so much, he 
began to build the church and the convent we see to-day, 
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not without opposition, for we read that over the new build- 
ings ** the Archangel Michael and the devils renewed the war 
they had fought in heaven before God made the world." The 
Pope» who seems to have appreciated the Blessed Bernardo at 
his true worth, b^an now to send him on several missions for 
the reconciliation of the fections in many of the cities of 
Central Italy ; but the noblest work of Beniardo and of his 
fellow-monks was accomplished in the Black Death of 1348, 
when, under his direction, they left the convent two by 
two for the different towns of the Sienese contado, with 
instructions to nurse the sick and minister to the dying, and 
to assemble all together in Siena two days before the Feast of 
the Assumption in August in their last new convent outside 
Porta Tufi. All assembled, as he had said, safe and sound, 
and he spoke with them for the last time. For the city of 
Siena had suffered more severely than any other place from 
that appalling pestilence, some eighty thousand persons dying 
in the city and the suburbs {n^ barghi dentro cUla cittdi); 
indeed, Tommaso Fecini tells us that out of every ten Sienese 
nine died, and a few days later Blessed Bernardo sickened and 
died also. From him their father, or from the pestilential 
city itself, the rest of that company also took the infection, the 
greater number of them dying with those they would have 
succoured. 

Those who returned to Monte Oliveto were a remnant — a 
remnant, but ready to go on. They built and tilled the soil 
till what had been the most desolate spot in a wilderness of 
desolation blossomed into smiling vineyards and olive gardens 
and fields of com. So that not much more than a hundred 
years later, in 1459, Pius II, Piccolomini, coming there in 
summer-time, writes of it, describing it in detail, and adding, 
'^Ili^py are the monks who dwell in such a place," He 
remained there three days, eagerly searching for the tombs of 
his ancestors. Again, about a hundred years later, in 1536, 
the Emperor Charles V was entertained here with two thou- 
sand men. It was about this time that the church we now see 
was bdlt, being added to later in 1777. 
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. It is difficult to understand the policy of a Government 
which suppresses a community from whom Italy has received 
nothing but benefits. Nevertheless so it is, and no doubt the 
stupidity which has allowed this fruitful estate to return to 
wilderness will one day be called to account when it is too 
late. The last Abbot of Monte Oliveto, the holy and cour- 
teous Abbate di N^ro, of the fieimily of S. Catherine of 
Genoa, died in 1897. He remembered the now empty 
cloister and choir filled by fifty white-robed monks. And 
then the peasants sang in the vineyards, and the com was 
golden in July and reaped with joy, and the whole country-side 
was glad in those days. And now ? — well, now there is only 
a horrid silence.' 

The chance wayfarer to-day must expect but a pitiful 
welcome from the few monks who remain in the convent 
as servants of the Government If he wishes to sojourn there 
It is not as a pilgrim he must go, to visit a noble and holy 
place, but as an enthusiastic student of the wretched art of 
Sodoma, of the splendid art of Signorelli. And so he must 
provide himself with a ticket, which he must obtain at the 
Accademia delle Belle Arti in Siena. Armed with this permit, 
which he must send to the ** Sopraintendente del gilt 
Arcicenobio di Monte Oliveto Mi^ore" two days in 
advance of his advent, he is graciously permitted, at a 
cost of 5 francs a day, to remain two days by the Italian 
Government to contemplate the wanton ruin it has contrived 
out of a smiling garden. The ordinary English traveller, how- 
ever, seeing that he has strewn his own land with ruins more 
terrible by far, will make little of this. The rape of Monte 
Oliveto will not move him any more than murdered Glaston- 
bury has done these three hundred years. He will wander 
about the tangled garden and the dying woods, and pass half- 
indifferently through the beautiful quiet rooms, the half-empty 
library (the books have for the most part been stolen and are 

' The Olivetani haye been suppressed almost everywhere, like the rest 
of the Orders. Their General now lives at the little monastery of Settig- 
nano. May they long be left in peace 
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now in Siena), and the noble cloisters. The wickedness of it, 
the wanton stupidity that has drained away the life of such a 
place in mere barbarian revenge, will probably not touch him. 
Be it so. He has come to see the frescoes of Signorelli and 
Sodoma, which, if he could but see it, are a continual and 
unanswerable impeachment of all he now sees going on 
there around him ; but he is intent, if at all, on the study of 
art ; the life of the people, brutally sacrificed to make a Roman 
holiday, scarcely interests him. 

WeU, it is to be hoped that the art he will find there, all 
that is left now, a mere dead corpse of what was once pulsing 
with life, will please and amuse him. It might seem doubtfiil. 
Signorelli's work is but a fragment, and that is not of his best, 
and as for Sodoma's, though there be plenty of it, it is what 
he has taught us to expect. It quite fills three sides of the 
great cloister, and makes, of course, the fame of the place. 

It would be an error in criticism and a sin against that 
sense of the due proportion of things which b the true base 
of sanity, to expect from Sodoma the art, or the faith that 
produced the art, of Giotto. He was of the sixteenth century, 
a painter of great self-consciousness, and what seems to us 
of an intolerable insincerity, the production of the study and 
imitation oi many masters. Even here his work is not 
original, but in every sense a continuation of that of a much 
greats painter, Luca SignorellL And, curiously enough, 
what is valuable in it seems to be due to the influence of 
the great and heroic man who in 1497 painted here eight 
frescoes of the life of S. Benedict as told by Pope Gregory 
the Great in his " Dialogues,** and then departed for Orvieto 
to achieve his masterpiece in the Cappella di S. Brizio of the 
Duomo there. Signorelli, no doubt acting under instructions 
fit>m the monks, had begun in the middle of the story. It 
was left for Sodoma, who began to paint here in 1505, to 
begin and to finish the story. 

Vasari, the inimitable story-teller of the Italian Painters, 
tells us that Sodoma " was a man of joyous life and cheerftd 
mannerst a lover oi pleasure, and ever ready to contribute to 
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the amusement of others, even though it were not always in 
the most creditable manner, for which cause he obtained more 
than one by-name, among others that of Mattaccio^ or the 
arch-fool ; whereat, instead of being displeased and resenting 
the same, he would laugh and glorify himself — nay, he would 
make sonnets and canzonetH upon these opprobrious epithets, 
which songs he would then sing to the lute, and that without 
reserve.** 

He had, too, a fiemcy, Vasari tells us, for keeping all sorts of 
animals in his house — " badgers, squirrels, apes, cat-a-moun- 
tains, dwarf asses, horses and barbs to run races, magi»es, 
dwarf chickens, tortoises, Indian doves, and other animals of 
similar kind — ^whatever he could get into his hands, in short ; 
he was always surrounded by children and young men, in 
whose society he took much pleasure ; and beside the animals 
above named he had a raven, which he had so effectually 
taught to speak, that this creature counterfeited his voice 
exactly in some things, more especially in replying to any one 
who knocked at the door — nay, this last he did so perfectly 
that he seemed to be the painter's very self, as all the Sienese 
well knew. The other animals also were so tame that they 
constantly assembled about his person while he was in the 
bouse, and came round all who approached him, plajdng 
the strangest tricks and performing the most extraordinary 
conceits ever seen or hewl, insomuch that the dwellii^ kA 
this man seemed like the very ark of Noah. 

" This unusual manner of living, the strangeness of his pro- 
ceedings, with his works and pictures, some of which were 
certainly very good ones, caused him to have such a name 
among the Sienese . . . that he was considered by many to 
be a very great man. Wherefore Fra Domenico da Lecdo, 
a Lombard, being made General of the Monks of Monte 
Oliveto, and Sodoma going to visit him there, the principal 
abode of that Order, some fifteen miles distant from S]^u^ 
found so much to say and used so many persuasions, that he 
received commission to finish the stories which had been 
partly executed on a wall of that monastery by Luca Sig- 
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norelli. The subject which had been chosen was from the 
life of S. Benedetto, and Sodoma undertook the work for a 
▼ery low price, with the addition of his expenses and that of 
certain boys, colour-grinders, and other assistants by whom he 
was attended. But the amusement which these foUiers found 
in his proceedings while he worked in that place is not to be 
told; nor could one easily describe the pranks which he 
played there, insomuch that the monks there bestowed on 
him the name of Mattacdo^ before alluded to, in requital of 
his follies. 

*' Returning to the work itself, however, Sodoma having 
finished certain stories in a manner which showed more 
readiness of hand than care and thought, the General com- 
plained of that circumstance, when // Mattaccio replied that 
he worked according to his humour and that his pencil only 
danced in harmony with the sound of the coins, adding that 
if the General would pay more, he was quite able to produce 
much better work. Thereupon Fra Domenico promised to 
pay him better for the future, when Sodoma painted three 
stories, which still remained to be executed in the angles, with 
so much more of thought and care than he had given to the 
others, that they proved to be much better works." 

It is perhaps doubtful where Sodoma b^an to work on the 
frescoes of the story of S. Benedict. As has been said, he 
followed Signorelli, whose work is concerned with the latter 
scenes. The narrative begins in that comer of the cloister 
nearest the church, but the most important paintings in the 
series are those in the comers of the cloisters, namely, 
S. Benedict leaving home, the Broken Cribble, the Tempta- 
tion of the Monks, the Reception of the Novices Maurus and 
Placidus, and the Destraction of Monte Cassino.' Eugene 
Muntz thought that this last fresco was the first to be painted. 
However that may be — and it might seem almost impossible 
to decide the matter now — we shall take the frescoes in their 
narrative order, beginning with that in which S. Benedict 

' Cf. R. Hobut Cost, "Giovmxmi Antonio Bani " (Manay, 1906), p. 98. 
This IS the best and most trustworthy of all works on Sodoma. 
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leaves his father's house at Norda in order to go to Rome to 
study. S. Benedict, the Patriarch of our Western monks, was 
descended from a fomily of note, and was bom about the year 
480. The history of the great Order he founded is for cen- 
turies the history of monasticism. With his advent monasticism 
proper may be said to have b^;un, for the Benedictines always 
have been, and are still, not only the greatest community in 
the Catholic Church, but its most civilizing force, its most 
cultured class, as it were its aristocracy. Of the five Orders 
of Western Christendom, then, the Benedictine stands first. 
Of the three Rules that of S. Benedict is the most profound, 
the most comprehensive. In something less than five hundred 
years this great Order began to produce branches of Black 
and White monks and nuns. Thus the Benedictine Order is 
the parent of every monastic Order in Europe. It is natural, 
then, that its remotest descendants should look behind their 
mediatory founders, as here the Blessed Bernardo Tolomei, to 
their great parent, S. Benedict himself.' 

The first thing S. Gregory, one of the greatest of his sons, 
tells us of this great Saint is that he early left his fother's house 
at Norda to go to the Roman schools (i),' and it is with this 
inddent Sodoma opens his series of frescoes in the Sainf s life. 
We see Benedict setting out with his nurse. In Rome he 
acquired learning, it is true, but, disgusted at the licentious- 
ness of his companions, he decided presently to bid the world 
fiu-ewell (2) ; and in the second of Sodoma's frescoes we see 
him setting forth from the Eternal City. His nurse, Cyrella, 
who " tenderly loved him," went with him till they came to a 
place called Aeside, and there she borrowed a vessel to 
winnow some wheat; but for negligence the vessd fell to 
the earth and was broken in two pieces. And Cyrdla fell 
to weeping, and when S. Benedict saw it he had great pity, and 
prayed to God, and after made the vessel as whole as it had 
been before (3). Then they of the country took it and hung 

' For a full expUnatioii of the origin and deyelopment of the Religious 
Orders see my ** Italy and the Italians " (Blackwood), p. 156 et uq. 
* The numbers refer to the frescoes. 
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it on the front of the church in witness of this ^r miracle. 
"Then,** S. Gregory tells us, "then left S. Benedict his nurse 
and fled secretly and came into a hermitage, where he was 
never known of no man but of a monk named Romanus, 
which ministered to him meat for to eat (4). And because 
that there was no way from the monastery of Romanus unto 
the pit where S. Benedict was, he knit the loaf in a cord and 
90 let it down to him, and because he should hear when 
Romanus should let down the bread he boimd a bell on the 
cord, and by the sound thereof he received his bread, but the 
devil having envy of the charity of that one and of the re- 
fection of that other, cast a stone and brake the bell, but 
nevertheless Romanus left not to minister to him (5). It 
happed that there was a priest on an Easter Day that had 
arrayed his dinner for himself, and our Lord appeared and 
said : ' Thou ordainest for thyself delicious meats, and My 
servant dieth for hunger in such a pit,' and named him the 
place. Then the priest arose and bare his meat with him, 
and sought so long that he found S. Benedict in great pain. 
When he had found him he said to him : * Arise now and take 
thy meat and refection, for it is Easter Day' (6). . . • !( 
happed after this that a black bird that is called a merle came 
on a time to S. Benedict and pecked with his bill at his visage, 
and grieved and noyed him so much that he could not put it 
from him, but as soon as he had made the sign of the cross 
anon the bird vanished away (7). After that came to him a 
great temptation of the flesh, by which the devil tempted him 
in showing him a woman, and he burnt sore and was inflamed 
n his courage, but anon he came again to himself (8). . . . 
It happed that the abbot of a monastery was dead, and for the 
good tendance of this holy man S. Benedict, all the monks 
of the abbey gave their voices and elected S. Benedict for 
their abbot (9), but he accorded not thereto nor agreed to 
them, for he said that his conditions and manners were not 
according to theirs. Notwithstanding, he was vanquished, 
and so instantly required that at the last he consented. But 
when he saw they lived not nor were ruled according to 
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their religion and Rule, he reproved and corrected them 
vigorously. And when they saw that they mi^t not do 
their wills under hinii they gave him venom meddled with 
wine for to drinki but S. Benedict made the sign of the crow 
over it and blessed it, and anon the vessel brake in piecesi 
which are of g^ass (lo). . . • Then went S« Benedict again 
into the desert, where God showed him many signs and 
miracles, and founded there twelve abbeys. 

'' Now it happened that in one of the abbeys was a monk 
that might not endure long in prayers, and when the other 
of his fellows were in prayer he would go out of the churdu 
Then the abbot of that abbey showed this to S. Benedict, and 
anon he went to see if it were true. And when he came he 
saw that the devil in likeness of a little black child drew him 
out of the church by his cowl Then S. Benedict said to the 
abbot and to S. Maur [the reception of S. Maur and 
S. Pladdus is not recounted by S. Gregory, but is included 
by Sodoma (la)] : *See you not him that draweth him out? ' 
They said : ' Nay.' Then said he : ' Let us pray to God 
that we may see him.' When they had made their prayer, 
3. Maur saw him, but the abbot might not see him. The 
next day S. Benedict took a rod and beat the monk, and then 
he abode in prayer like as the devil had been beaten, and 
durst no more come and draw him away, and from then 
further he abode in prayer and continued therein (13). 

<* Of the twelve abbeys that S. Benedict had founded three 
of them stood on high rocks, so that they might have no water 
but by great labour (11). Then came the monks to him and 
prayed him that he would set these abbeys in some other 
place because they had great default of water. Then went 
S. Benedict about the mountains, and made his orisons and 
prayers much devoutly ; and when he had long prayed he 
saw three stones in a place for a sign, and on the mom, when 
the monks came for to pray, he said to them :' Go ye to such 
a place where ye shall find three stones, and there dig a little, 
and ye shall find water — our Lord can well provide for you 
water.' And they went and found the mountains all sweating 
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where as the three stones were, and there they digged, and 
anon they found water so great in abundance ^lat it sufSced 
to them and ran down from the top of the hill unto beneath 
into the valley (14). 

" It happed on a time that a man hewed bushes and thorns 
about the monastery, and his axe or instrument of iron that 
he hewed with sprung out of the helve and fell into a deep 
water; then the man cried and sorrowed for his tool, and 
S. Benedict saw that he was sore anguished therefor, and 
took the helve and threw it after into the pit, and anon the 
iron came up and began to swim till that it entered into 
the helve (15). 

^ In the abbey was a child named Placidus, which went to 
the river for to draw water, and his foot slid, so that he fell 
into the river, which was deep, and anon the river bare him 
forth more than a bow-shot And when & Benedict, which 
was in his study, knew it, he called S. Maur, and said that 
there was a child, which was a monk, that was being drowned, 
and bade him go to help him. And anon S. Maur ran 
upon the water like as it had been on dry groimd, and his feet 
dry, and took up the child by the hau:, and drew him to land, 
and after, when be came to S. Benedict, he said that it was 
not by his merit, but by virtue of his obedience" (x6). The 
next fresco (17) tdls of the drunken monk who saw the devil 
issue forth firom a bottle. It is not recounted by S. Gregory. 

" There was a priest named Florentius which had envy oi 
S. Benedict, and he sent him a loaf of bread envenomed (18). 
After, when S. Benedict had this loaf^ he knew by the inspira- 
tion that it was envenomed. He gave it to a raven that was 
wont to take his feeding of S. Benedict's hand, and com- 
manded him to bear it unto such a place that no man should 
find it Then the raven made semblant for to obey to the 
commandment of S. Benedict, but he durst not touch it for 
the venom, and fled about it howling and crying. . . . When 
this priest, Florentius, saw that he could not slay S. Benedict, 
he enforced him to slay spiritually the souls of his disciples. 
He took seven maidens, all naked, and sent them into the 
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garden to dance and carol for to move the monks to tempta- 
tion (19). When S. Benedict saw the malice of Florentius 
he had fear of his disciples and sent them out of that 
place." 

The next fresco (20), perhaps by Ricdo, recounts how 
S. Benedict sent S. Maur to Fiance and Placidus to Sicily. 
S. Gregory omits this incident. There follow the frescoes by 
Signordli (21-28). 

"Now, when Florentius saw that S. Benedict and his 
monks went out, he demened great joy and made great 
feast, and anon the solar [the upper chamber] fell upon him 
and slew him suddenly (21). When S. Maur saw that 
Florentius was dead, he ran after S. Benedict, and called him, 
saying : * Come, for Florentius is dead.' When S. Benedict 
heard this he was sorry for the perilous death of Florentius, 
and because S. Maur was glad for the death of his enemy, as 
him seemed, he enjoined him penance therefor. 

"After this he went to Monte Cassino (22). ... It happed 
on a time that as the monks should lift a stone for a work of 
an edifice they might not move it, then there assembled a 
great multitude of people, and yet they all might not lift it, 
but anon as S. Benedict had blessed it, they lifted it anon. 
Then apperceived they that the devil was upon it, and caused 
it to be so heavy (23). And when they had a little made the 
wall high, the devil appeared to S. Benedict, and bade him go 
see them that edified. Then S. Benedict sent to his monks 
and commanded that they should keep them well, for the 
devil went to destroy them. But ere the messenger came to 
them the devil had thrown down a part of the wall, and had 
therewith slain a young monk. Then they brought the monk 
all to bruised in a sack to S. Benedict, and anon S. Benedict 
made upon him the sign of the cross, and blessed him and 
raised him to life, and sent him to the work again (24). A 
layman of honest life had a custom once in the year to come 
to S. Benedict all fasting, and on a time as he came there 
was one that bare meat accompanied with him, and desired 
that he would eat with him, but he refused it. After, he 
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prayed him the second time, and yet he refused it, and said 
he would eat no meat till he came to S. Benedict. At the 
third time he found a fair fountain, and a much delitable 
place, and began sore to desire him to eat with him, and at 
the last he consented and ate. And when he came to 
S. Benedict, he said to him : ' Where hast thou eaten ? ' Which 
answered, ' I have eaten a little.' ' O, fair brother, the devil 
hath deceived thee, but he could not deceive thee the first 
nor the second time, but the third time he hath surmounted 
thee.' Then the good man knelt down to the feet of S. 
Benedict, and confessed him of his trespass (a6). 

** Attila, the King of Goths, would once prove if S. Benedict 
bad the spirit of prophecy, and sent to him his servant, and 
did so array him with precious robes, and delivered to him 
a great company as he had been the king himself. When 
S. Benedict saw him come, he said to him : 'Fair son, do off 
that thou wearest, it is not thine,' and the man fell down anon 
to the ground because he mocked the holy man, and died 
anon" (27). 

The next fresco shows us B^iedict receiving the king 
himself (28), an incident not recounted by S. Gregory. 
Through the next fresco, the last of Signorelli's, a doorway 
has been cut. Sodoma continues the series with S. Gregory's 
prophecy of the destruction of Monte Cassino (29). There 
follow six frescoes, five of which follow S. Gregory closely: — 

**It happed over all Champagne, whereas he dwelt, that 
so great a famine was in the country that much people died 
for hunger. Then all the bread of the abbey fruled, and there 
was within but five loaves for all the convent; when S. 
Benedict saw that they were abashed, he b^;an debonairly 
to chastise and warn them that they should have their hearts 
on high to God, and said to them : * Wherefore are ye in so 
great misease for bread ? If ye have none this day, ye shall 
have it to-morrow.' Now it happed that on the morrow they 
found at their gate two hundred muddes of meal which were 
properly sent from God, for never man wist from whence 
they came. When the monks saw that they thanked God, 
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and learned that they ought not doubt nor of abundance 
nor of poverty (30). 

'* It happed on a time that S. Benedict sent his monks for 
to edify an abbey, and said that at a obtain day he would 
come see them and show them what they should do. 
Then the nig^t before that he had said -to come, he a[q)eared 
to the master and to his monks, and showed to them all the 
places that they should build, but they believed not this 
vision, and supposed it had been but a dream. Then when 
they saw that he came not, they returned and said to him : 
' Fair fiather, we have abided that thou shouldst have come to 
us like as thou promisedst us.' Then answered he : * What 
is that ye say? Remember ye not that I appeared to you 
that night that I promised you, and enseigned and told how 
ye should do ? Go your way, and do in such wise as I have 
devised to you in the vision ' (31). 

''There were two nuns nigh unto his monastery which were 
of much noble lineage, which were much talkative and re- 
strained not well their tongues, but tormented overmuch him 
that governed them. And when he had showed this to 
S. Benedict, he sent them word that they should better keep 
silence and rule their tongues or he would curse them. But 
they for all that would not leave it, and so anon after they died 
and were buried in the church. And when the deacon cried 
in the end of the Mass that they that were accursed should go 
out of the church, the nurse that had nourished them, and 
that every day had offered for them, beheld and saw that, 
when the deacon sang so, they issued out of their sepulchres 
and went out of the church, and when S. Benedict knew 
hereof he offered for them himself and assoiled them. Then, 
after that, when the deacon said so as afore, they never issued 
out after as their nurse had seen them (32). 

''There was a monk gone out for to see his father and 
mother without licence and blessing of his abbot, and the day 
after he came thither he died ; and when he was buried in the 
earth, the earth cast him out again, and so it did twice. Then 
came the fother and mother to S. Benedict, and told him how 
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the earth threw him, and would not receive him, and prayed 
that he would bless him. Then took he the Blessed Sacra- 
ment, and made It to be laid on the breast of the corpse, and 
when they had done so they buried him, and the earUi threw 
him no more out, but received the body and held it (33). 

" There was a monk that could not abide in the monastery, 
and prayed so much to S. Benedict that he let him go, and 
was all angry, and anon, as he was out of the abbey, he found 
a dragon with open mouth ; and when he saw him he had fear 
that he would have devoured him, and cried loud : ' Come 
hither and help me ! Come hither, for this dragon will devour 
mei' Then the monks ran, but they saw no dragon, and 
brought again the monk trembling and sighing. Then the 
monk promised that he would never depart from the 
abbey" (34). 

The last fresco (35) tells how S. Benedict, with a look, 
broke the chains of a peasant that some knights had bound. 
It is not related by S. Gr^ory. 

Thus ends this great legend, as we have it now, without 
relating the death of S. Benedict or his visit to S. Scholastica. 
But other frescoes are still under the whitewash on the stairs 
leading to the smaller cloister. 

Whatever we may think of these works, and assuredly fine 
as Signorelli's work is, fine as some of Sodoma's work may 
be, they cannot compare for beauty or for simplicity with the 
work of Giotto in Padua, or in the Maddalena Chapel at 
Assisi or in the Upper Church of S. Francesco there, or with 
the work of Simone Martini in the same church in the chapel 
of S. Martino. What Vasari has to tell us of Sodoma's work 
here, inaccurate as it proves to be, seems to be authentic 
in so &r as it suggests that the master did not take himself 
very seriously. One cannot paint the life of a saint with the 
unction of a Simone or a Sassetta, and at the same time care 
so little for one's work that one does it well or ill according 
to the price offered. "To do despite to the General and the 
monks," Vasari tells us, *'Sodoma depicted the story of the 
driest Fiorenzo, the enemy of S. Benedetto, who brought a 
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number of paUk dandng-women to sing and frolic around 
the monastery of that holy man, thereby to tempt and disturb 
the devotions of Ae fathers. In this story II Mattacdo, who 
was as eccentric in painting as in other actions of his life, 
exhibited a dance of nude figures which was altogether 
offensiTe, and, as he knew that this would not be permitted, 
he refused to let any of Ae n|onks see his work while it was 
in progress. When this story was uncovered, the General at 
once commanded that it should be instantly destroyed and 
done away with, but Ma t taccio, after much idle talk, and 
seeing that the &ther was in great anger, added draperies to 
all the figures in the picture, which is among the best of those 
to be found in the Monte Oliveto.'' 

No, it is not in this spirit, nor by such a mountebank, that 
great works of art are achieved. What there is of splendour 
here we owe to Signorelli, even in the work of Sodoma. 

That cloister so genuinely famous is, however, by no means 
all there is to be seen at Monte Oliveto. The church is 
unfortunately of the seventeenth century, and contains little 
of interest; only, indeed, the stalls 1^ Fra Giovanni da 
Verona, brought hither in 1 815 from S. Benedetto of Siena 
to replace those taken in 1813 to the Duomo. But the 
Library is charming, wiA its few books bound in white, 
a noble room with an antechamber reached 1^ a flight of 
steps, at the further end, where are two ancient pictures : one 
a Madonna by some painter near to Segna, the other a 
S. Bernardino^ possibly by Francesco di Giorgio. 

It is, however, in the convent itself, its cells and corridors 
and offices, that we shall take most delight, in the conversation 
of the few monks who are left, not to serve God but us, and in 
the ruined gardens and dosco that still offer us flowers and 
shade in the long summer days. And wandering there, we 
still find remnants, not merely among the flowers, of the 
ancient sweetness and beauty that must once have filled the 
place as with some perfect plain-song. Over the entrance 
tower, for instance, we find still Madonna enthroned with her 
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little Son — a polychrome terra-cotta from the hand of Giovanni 
della Robbia. The companion figure of S. Benedict on the 
other side is only a work of the atelier^ but it is charming 
nevertheless. 

It is with such things as these, with the old blessed silence, 
the same great landscapes about us, and the kindly company 
of the good monks that we must try to reconcile ourselves to 
what we have lost for the sake of United Italy And since 
it is manifestly impossible that we should r^ret the price we 
have had to pay all over Italy for so truly splendid, so 
obviously noble, incorruptible, and heroic a thing, we shall 
gladly remember that we have not yet realized all that is to 
be demanded of us by those who, battening on the body, 
bruised and bleeding, of her we have loved, call themselves 
her sons. 



XVII 

TO RAPOLANO. SERRE, AND 

LUCIGNANO 

IN journe3ring southward from Siena before the advent of 
the railway two roads lay open to the traveller: the 
ancient and most direct road to Rome, the Via Frandgena, 
which followed the Arbia till it was lost in the Ombrone at 
Buonconvento, and the road that left Siena by the Porta 
Ovile and passed slowly down into the Val di Chiana 
at Rapolano. The first notable town after leaving Siena, 
then, for our forefathers was Buonconvento or Rapolano. 
The railway has changed all this, and has made Asdano, in 
its secret green valley, with its quiet inn, its beautiful 
churches, and its pictures, the real point of departure for 
us in any journey southward from Siena. For Asdano to-day 
is not only, as I have said, the centre of the railway system 
which serves Southern Tuscany, but is also the key to the 
Val deir Ombrone and the pass there to the Val di Chiana. 
Of old, so far as Siena was concerned, either Buonconvento or 
Asdano held the Ombrone valley, the one where it met the 
Val d' Arbia, the other at its head. The town of Ludgnano 
held the Val di Chiana, and the key to the pass between the 
valleys was Rapolano. The position that Asciano holds will 
thus become plain when I say that from thence we may 
journey by train south-west to Buonconvento on the Grosseto 
line, or south-east through Rapolano and Ludgnano into the 
Chiana valley to Chiusi on the line to Rome. We can th^i 

from Asciano choose our route southward; we can dther 
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explore the Ombrone valley and so make our way to Grosseto, 
or we can explore the Chiana valley and so come at last to 
Chiusi, on the verge of Umbria. In either case we shall end 
at last at the foot east or west of Mont* Amiata, which 
dominates the whole r^on. The road I propose to follow 
leans rather to the second of these ways than to the first 
From Asdano I prefer to go to Rapolano and so into Val di 
Chianai stopping short, however, of Chiusi at M(mtepulciano, 
and crossing the hills by Pienza to S. Quirico d' Orcia, and 
coming into the Val dell' Ombrone at Torrenieri. I followed 
this route merely for its convenience, because it led me best 
through Southern Tuscany and with the least return upon 
my way. 

So I made my way back from Monte Oliveto to Asdano at 
evenings and the next morning early I set out by train for 
Rapolano. 

Strictly speaking in the Valle ddl' Ombrone, Rapolano is 
the key to the pass from that valley into the Chiana. It is an 
andent walled town still beautiful, with ruined fortifications 
and vast gates, possessing of old, and now too, medicinal 
baths which have a great reputation in this part of Tuscany. 
Its most andent possession, however, is its pieoe of S. 
Vittorio — ^like all andent pievi^ not within the paese^ but at 
the foot of the hill on which the little town stands. It existed 
in the eighth century, and appears in the first quarrd between 
Siena and Arezzo;^ but in 1776 the church was abandoned 
and the/fift^ translated to the church of S. Maria Assunta, in 
the midst of the town, originally an abbey of Olivetan monks, 
which now bears the name of S. Vittorio in S. Maria 
Assunta. 

Rapolano originally made part of the lordship of the 
Berardenga and of the Sdalenga of Asdano. But as early 
as 1 1 75 some of its signori placed it under the protection 
of Siena. About thirty years later, in 1208, the Florentine 
chroniders tell us that their compatriots took the place, as 
they certainly did in 1253. In 1260, however, the battle of 

■ See iuprat p. 77. 
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Montaperto restored Ri^lano to the Sienete, but in the 
meantiine the town had acquired Gudf sympathies, and in 
X266, according to Andrea Dei, the Sienese occupied it to 
suitress these rebels, who held the casUllo. In 1306 
Ghibelline Arezso attempted to seize it, no doubt on 
account of its strategical importance, and the Sienese, who 
were quite unable to defend it, destroyed its walls. It can 
have had no very considerable place in the confused history 
of the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries, when all Central 
Italy lay under the terror of the condottitri^ and its fate, like 
that of every other city in the Sienese contado^ was finally 
sealed in 1554, when it was sacked by the Austro-Spanish- 
Medicean army, and a little later included in the 
Granducata 

Its only interest for us to^y lies in the treasures of 
art it may possess. Nor are we disappointed in it, for in 
the little Church of Ae Fratemiti^ over the pulfrit, hangs 
an old panel of the Madonna and Child by Pietro 
Lorensetti (?). In the Church of S. Vittorio hung two 
pictures that after much search my companion and I at 
length discovered in the Syndic's house, thou^ what they 
were doing there or how they came there is more than I can 
say. The better of the two is one of the finest pictures of the 
Sienese school in all Tuscany, a Madonna and Child widi 
S. Sigismondo and S. Antonio Abate by Nerocdo, that rare 
and exquisite master; the other is a S. Anthony of Padua by 
Cozzarelli. Charming as Rapolano is, one does not linger 
there, for there is no good inn, and there is much to see in 
the country round about 

At Serre, for instance, a little town in a deft of the hills 
some five miles south of Rapolano, in the pieve there, is a 
fine picture of the Madonna and Child on a gold ground by 
Ambrpgio Lorenzetti. Few, indeed, visit this little place, so 
difficult of access and quite off the highways of travel ; but it 
is in such places, and in such places only, that Italy still lives. 
Not in the rascaldom of the cities which live on the curiosity 
of the foreigner and seek to exploit, while they daily dis- 
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member, that Italy which they have murdered, but in such 
quiet places as Serre wiU you find all that is left of the spirit 
which has made our world so sweet. Happily there are many 
such places left to us as a refuge even in Tuscany in these 
days that see us so surely clanging back into barbarism. 

I returned to Rapolano towards evening, and took train for 
Ludgnano, a journey of some twenty minutes or so. The 
railway passed quite round Rapolano, and offered me a 
complete view of its walls, its gates, and terraced gardens. 
And after passing Poggio S. Cecilia ' on the left, another of 
the Berardenga castelU^ I found I had left the barrel country 
of clay hills that lies about Asciano, and had entered a 
deliciously wooded valley full then of an evening peace. 
Pres^itly, in the serene and golden light, the ccutello of 
S. Gimignanello came into sight on Ae right S. Gimig- 
nanello, too, was part of the lordship of the Counts of the 
Sdalenga, a picturesque place of towers. Then at last the 
valley opened as far as the eye could see ; the great plain of 
the Chiana, drained now, rich and healthy, stretched away 
between the great hills, on one of which, at the very head of 
the valley, Ludgnano was firmly set, a fine towered dty aloft 
on her hilL 

It cannot be less than five miles from the station of 
Ludgnano to the town, and it is uphill all the way ; but Ae 
I^ace is worth all your trouble to r^u:h it, if only for the great 
view which greets you from the gate, whence you may see the 
vast and beautifid line of the Apennines across the great 
valley, and the dty of Cortona, like a white flower, on the 
skirts of those wonderful but terrible hills. There, too, for 
the first time something new comes into the landscape, a 
new spirit or atmosphere, something soft and mysterious, 
a light that never was on any Tuscan hills — and, indeed, it is 
Umbria that lies there before you, secret and yet visible in 
every line of the hills, in the sweetiiess of the valley, in the 
mystery of the mountains. Something hard and severe has 
suddenly gone out of the landscape, and the dryness of 

' See note 8, p. 329 if^ra. 
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Tuscany is behind you and you look once more on Umbria 
and the great and beautiful hills, dark with ilex and chestnut, 
through which run the mysterious, soft valleys of the Saints, 
where S. Francis and Blessed Angela gass and repass, 
lingering yet, and seem to stand for something in the 
world, for something, perhaps, we have lost for ever and 
can spare so ill. 

Ludgnano, thus so nobly placed, was, as I have said, at 
one time a casteUo of very great importance to Siena, for it 
commanded the Val di Chiana where the confines of the 
Republic marched with those of Arezzo. Its situation is, in 
fieurt, magnificent, for it stands on the highest point of a vast 
bastion of high land that is thrown out by the Chianti hills, 
dividing the great valley here into two parts. It thus enjoys 
for our delight one of the widest prospects of the beautiful 
valley of the Chiana, and from its gates we may see almost all 
the cities, towns, castelH^ and villages with which that vast 
plain is peopled. 

With all its splendour of situation, however, the casteUo of 
Ludgnano does not appear to be of very andent foundation, 
not older, indeed, than the thirteenth century, when, althou^ 
It seems to have enjoyed a great measure of self-government, 
it was a dvil and religious dependent of Arezzo, that dty 
which is set under the hills at the head of the main Chiana 
valley where it meets the Val d' Amo. So securely does the 
power of Arezzo seem to have been established in the place, 
that a month after Montaperto (1260) we find the Bishop 
Guglielmo Uberti, then at the head of the government of that 
dty, signing a decree in Ludgnano in Octoba:, 1260. After 
the victory of Campaldino (1289), however, in which the 
Florentines, with the Sienese and other allies, defeated the 
Aretines, Ludgnano was handed over to the Sienese, and this 
was confirmed in the Church of S. Francesco, outside 
Ludgnano, in June, 1289. It proved to be the worst day's 
work that had yet been done for Ludgnano. Even from die 
first the sympathies of the people of Ludgnano seem to have 
been with Arezzo, and even so late as 1336 Giovanni ViUani 
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speaks of the place as Lucignano d' Arezzo, which seems to 
prove at least that the hold of Siena was disputed. 

In 1337 Lucignano came into the power of Perugia, and in 
1355 she was still Perugian, and in 1357 formed an important 
Perugian outpost in the war with Siena. Then in 1370, in 
Perugia's war with the Pope, she gave herself to Siena,' 
but the hired condottieri in 1384 sold her to Florence. 
Indeed, the place, small as it was, a mere fortress in the 
eyes of the contending parties, was doomed to captivity. 
In desperation, to save themselves from slavery, in 1390 
the people of Lucignano placed themselves, their town, and 
its territories under the protection of the Visconti of Milan, 
the most bitter enemies of Florence. This led to their 
coming again under the jurisdiction of Siena, and the con- 
ditions then imposed by that Republic are very interesting 
as an example of what Siena conceived to be the right way 
to govern a subject people. 

In the first place Siena insisted that the casteUo and the 
territory of Lucignano should allow that they were for ever 
under Uie jurisdiction of her Commune ; then that the subject 
town should receive as Potestit a citizen of Siena, whom she 
should pay every six months 400 florins of gold ; that every 
year she would send to the Duomo of Siena for the Feast of 
the Assumption a polio of scarlet of the value of at least 
60 florins, accompanied by eight guards, each of whom 
should be furnished with a candle of a pound weight; 
that each year she would buy from Siena 600 bushels of 
salt at the price of 30 soldi the bushel; that she would 
permit the Commune of Siena to build a fortress within 
her territory; that she would pay every year to the Republic 
300 florins of gold as tribute; that she would not exact 
pedagium from the citizens of Siena; that she would permit 
all Sienese merchandise to pass freely between the two 
Communes; that all her landholders and citizens now and 
ever should become Sienese citizens; that all her notaries 
should now and ever matriculate in the University of Siena. 

' See W. Heywood, *'A History of Peragia" (Methuen, 1910), 
[^ 168, 217, etc. 
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As for the castello^ or fortresSy mentioiied in this oonventioD, 
it was built by a certain Bartolo Bartoli within three years at 
a cost of 6,825 florins. And we find that the dominion of 
the Sienese was confirmed by a treaty with Florence in 1404. 

I have given Ae convention which ensured the rule of 
Siena in Ludgnano in some detail because it allows us to see 
exactly what the rule of Siena was like in her fontadoJ^ That 
rule seems to have been as disastrous as it was short-sighted. 
Ludgnano was to be ruled solely for the benefit of Siena. 
Here is the failure in little of all modem Continental Europe 
in the government of subject peoples. Siena ruled her 
coniado not for its own good, but for hers. Ludgnano 
bad to pay yearly a large tribute, as well as vast taxes. 
Her trade was circumscribed and handicapped tot the sake 
of Siena. The result might^have been foreseen if the Sienese 
had had any aptitude for government But those who cannot 
rule themsdves are not likdy to succeed with others. Instead 
of strengthening the dties under her rule, and so raising a 
strong and even an impregnable bulwark of prosperity, con- 
tentment, and loyalty against the enemy, Siena quietly 
strangled, for purdy sdfish ends, every dty that came within 
her grasp. Ludgnano is but the figure of them alL 

As the fifteenth century advanced the population of Ludg- 
nano decreased, and with its population went whatever wealth 
had once bdonged to it. These evils had grown to such 
proportions in 1440^ when after only thirty-six years of Sienese 
rule the population had decreased by half^ that the wretched 
town tried to obtain a diminution of the tribute and of the 
tax. But it was the whole system, the whole point of view, 
that was at fault However, Siena conceded the request — a 
fjBu^t which in itself speaks for the state of affairs — to this 
extent, that Ludgnano was to pay 1,000 tin a year instead of 
400 florins, and the 300 florins of tribute were reduced to 100 
on condition that the other 200 were spent in repairing the 
walls and the gates; the 600 bushels of salt were also recUiced 
to 300. 

' See note 9^ p. 33a 
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After considerii^ this example of her government we are 
not surprised that the Anstro-Spanish troops had so easy a 
victory. When the Imperial army took Ludgnano in 1553 
there can have been little to boast of in the exploit. 

No one, I think, who has once seen Lacignano would 
willingly pass her 1^ again without paying her a virit. Her 
splendid situation, h^ quiet country aspect, her green hill- 
side, her cypresses, her q>ring of water make the place a 
paradise quite apart from anything else she may possess. But 
it is impossible that so alluring a citadel should be quite 
devoid of pictures, those true wild-flowers of Italy : and if 
there be such a place in all Tuscany it is certainly not 
Ludgnano. 

The old Churdi of S. Francesco, where, as we have seen, 
the Bishop Guglielmo Uberti of Arezzo signed a decree in 
October, 1260, is full of works of the Sienese school — ^frescoes 
by Bartdo di Fredi, by Pietro di Giovanni, by Fungai, and 
Signorelli. 

On the south wall is a fresco by Bartolo di Fredi of the 
Triumph of Death, and on the same ade of the church over 
the third altar a Madonna and Child which Mr. Perkins gives 
to Luca Signorelli. It is a late work, but not without some- 
thing of Ae fervour and beauty of all the master's work. Over 
the high altar b a splendid polyptych of the Madonna and 
Child with Saints by Bartolo di Fredi. In the choir is a fine 
fresco by Fungai of S. Francis receiving the Stigmata. Then 
in the north transept we find more of Bartolo di Fredi's 
work — ^frescoes of scenes from S. Francis's Life, the Madonna 
and Angels, S. George and S. Christopher, and the Adoration 
of the MagL 

Over the second altar in the nave on the north ade is 
another fresco by the same master — the Madonna and Child 
with Angels. Here, too, is Pietro di Giovanni's panel of S. 
Bernardino trampling on three episcopal mitres, the mitres of 
the sees he had been offered, painted in 1448. 

Charming and lovely as dl these works are, as indeed I 
find all the work of that time when we still believed in God 
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and put our trust in other things than electric trams and 
such-like trumpery to have been, it is Ludgnano itself that 
I love, that every time I toil up to it seems to me more 
perfectly delightfiil because it is so completely itself. A little 
place scarcely worth a visit, the tourist may think: a little 
place scarcely worth improving off the &ce of the earth, the 
modem Italian doubtless murmurs as he passes by down 
the valley in a train too wretched for any other land, in a 
service so arranged that it is impossible to arrive almost 
anywhere without a journey of many hours. Benedicamus 
Domino say I. Lucignano remains to us while too much 
that we have loved has gone down into the modem limdo. 
Let them vent their hatred of all that b noble and beautiful, 
of all that draws to their country the universal love of man- 
kind: we know they wiU pass with all their unspeakable 
works, and their place shall know them no more. Meanwhile 
there remain to us these little places fiur and lovely, too 
humble to excite their cupidity or to ensure them the in&mous 
publicity they covet and find in the destraction of the once 
famous cities. Let us treastire these, and remind ourselves of 
them amid the model dwellings of Florence where no one 
could be at peace, or amid the ghastly rain that was Rome. 



XVIII 

TO SINALUNGA, FOIANO, AND 

TORRITA 

FROM Lucignano, from the station of Lucignano to the 
station of Sinalunga is but ten miles, but from thence to 
the town is a good half-hour's walk. Yet let us rejoice that 
this little hill-town is not nearer the railway, for it has thus 
been able to keep something of its ancient character, its old- 
woiid air, and what beauty the centuries have left it As for 
the town itself, it is not among the more beautiful places of 
Tuscany, but it is set in so fine a landscape, it is surrounded 
by so lovely a country-side, it is piled up so loftily on its 
strangely contorted hill and overlooks so noble and so 
splendid a world, that, in spite of the fact that for the moment 
it can boast of no inn that any one would wish to sleep in, it 
must never be omitted in any journey through this delicious 
valley. 

The birthplace of Ghino di Tacco, the famous brigand, of 
whom Boccaccio tells us in the Second Tale of the Tenth 
Day of the '' Decameron," and whom we shall meet again at 
Radicofani, Sinalunga is a curious little nondescript and sun- 
baked ccuteilo set on a high hill in a delicious world of 
vineyard and olive garden on the western bastion of the Val 
di Chiana. Reached from the railway by a long winding and 
delightful road, to which, according to Repetti, it owes its 
name Sinalungo — Sinus hngus^ or as it became later Asina- 
lunga — ^it is but rarely visited by travellers, and the one inn it 
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possessedi and that a good one, has for the time bemg closed 
its doors. 

Very few memories have come down to us concerning the 
place earlier than the twelfth century, when it formed a part 
of the dominion of the Conti della Scialenga, who presently 
brought it into the power of Siena, against which city it twice 
rebelled in 1313 and in 1322. But after the defeat of the 
Compagnia del Capello near Torrita, its neighbour, in 1363, 
Sinalunga finally came into the dominion of the Republic, 
the counts in 1343 having sold to the town all their property 
and rights in it for some 2,250 gold florins. Then in 1399, 
when Ae Sienese for fear of Florence handed over the govern- 
ment of their city and its contado to Visconti of Milan, who 
certainly hoped to add Tuscany to his dominions, Sinalunga 
as part of that cofUado came into his power. In the year 
1400 he built a great tower, called La Torre, which was 
destroyed by lightning in 1563, but by then Sinalunga, like 
all its naghbours, had for ten years been in the hands of 
Cosimo I, and not much later it made part of the Grandu- 
cato. 

The ruins of La Torre, however, remained till 1590, when 
Grand-Duke Ferdinando I pulled them down and used tiiem 
to build the new pieve of S. Martino, giving the ground Aus 
laid bare fcur a public piazza, the great Piazza we find to-day 
in the loftiest part of the town before the pieve or Collegiata. 
The oldpieue^ like all those of Tuscany, lies without the town 
at the foot of the hill on which it stands, and may still be 
seen with its dorgo a little to the south of the railway station 
beside the winding road by which we reach Sinalunga. It 
was dedicated to S. Pietro, and in 1591 by a Bull of Clement 
VIII all its rights passed to the new Collegiata. 

These dull &cts will perhaps appeal but little to the 
traveller who, on his way through this part of Tuscany, has 
had the courage to visit Sinalunga for the sake of the pictures 
Mr. Berenson or some article by that devoted student and 
hunter of Sienese pictures, Mr. Perkins, has told him he will 
surely find there. But let him have patience. Pictures there 
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are and to spare in this neglected town, but even to-day in the 
vulgar rush hither and thither of poor people who have no 
time to do anything gently, it would be unfMurdonable to take 
even Sinalunga by assault without some sort of introduction. 
Indeed, if it is thus we are to be compelled to visit the cities 
of our second fieitherland they will lose half their interest for 
us ; and as for their pictures, they might as well share the fiEite 
of their brethren and be imprisoned in those vast emporiums 
called Museums, where much the same crowd hustles and 
g^^)es as you may find at the entertainment of Bamum 
and Bailey. No picture howsoever lovely, howsoever holy 
and divine, can survive a single month in such an asylum 
as the Uffizi or the Academy of Siena. In some way, I know 
not rightly why, they &de and die there as in an intolerable 
captivity. Perhaps, like ourselves, these living and lovely 
beings which we are so powerless to create strike roots as we 
do into their native earth, or into that place to which love has 
brought them which they have learned to regard as home. 
Perhi^ in the cold corridors of a Museum they miss the 
prayers of the poor, the tears of the sorrowful, the thanks 
of those they have often assisted, the laughter of little children. 
Certainly there is here some mjrstery we cannot wholly under- 
stand. Only we know that, however carefully we bear it away 
fix)m its altar, that triptych, that panel, that picture of the 
Madonna will in its new place presently suffer some change, 
will seem to fade and die ; and in delivering up to us, to the 
curious, cold eyes of the connoisseur, or the crowd what they 
think to be its secret it will suddenly move us no more, will 
tell us no longer of heavenly things, or interpret for us the 
dumb poetry of our hearts, but like a dead body in a dissecting- 
room will tell us only those secrets which the corpse retains 
when the soul has vanished whither we cannot follow. 

And since this is so, it is delightful to find no picture 
gallery or museum in Sinalunga, it is infinitely reassuring to 
know that pictures which have been here these hundreds of 
years remain to her to be worshipped, to be loved, to receive 
the prayers of the poor, and to figure for them what the wicked- 
p 
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ness of the rich and the stupidity of the learned have left 
of divinity in their hearts. 

Now certainly what we should do first in Sinalunga afiter 
climbing into that lofty piazza bef(»e the Church of S. 
Martino from the station is to wander through the narrow 
ways of the town, to virit the fine Palazzo Pubblico, to linger 
on the olive-dad bastions, and to wonder at the beauty that 
is surely to be found there. And when you have Aus lifted up 
your heart you may find again all your desire to the churches, 
in that Church of S* Martino whidi was built out of die nuns 
of La Torre, as I have said, in S. Locia and S. Croce in the 
Madonna delle Nevi, and S. Bernardino. 

And let us take these dungs in order. In S. Martino, 
besides the curious little ^irine to die right of the western 
doors there is over the akar of the south transept a fine 
altarpiece of the Deposition, pn^bly from the hand of 
Girolamo del Pacchia. Pacchia was the pupil of Fungai, and 
passed under the influence of many masters, Florentine as 
well as Sienese. His work has the usual composite quality of 
die sixteenth century, but here for once I think— or is it just 
my fancy? — he has brought something almost divine into a 
picture that but for that would be a litde- mannered, a little 
lacking in sincerity. In a wide and beaudful valley where 
afar off we seem to recognise the beautiful lines of Monte 
Cetona and Mont* Amiata, the cross itself hiding the height of 
Radicofani, Jesus our Saviour has been lifted fix>m die Tree 
and now lies in His Mother's lap supported 1^ the Holy 
Women, while S. John carefully lifui awi^ the crown of thorns 
from His brow, and S. Joseph of Arimathea afid Simon of 
Cyrene wait in the background, the one with the precious 
ointment for His burial, die other with die holy relics — the 
instruments of the Passion — which he holds in his hands. 
And lo ! though yestoday it was almost summer, it is bleak 
winter now; the little trees stand forlorn, stripped of their 
leaves, and aH the world is bare and still with the stillness 
of death awaiting the Resurrection. Beneath the picture are 
seven predeUa panels, a Crucifixion at each end, and between 
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them the FlageUadon, the Bearing of the Cross, the Cruci- 
fixion, the Entombment, and the Resurrection. 

From S. Martino we pass through the narrow streets to 
S. Luda, a curious and beautiful sanctuary, where over an 
altar on the right is a splendid work by Benrenuto di 
Giovanni — an altarpiece of the Madonna enthroned with her 
Divine Son on her lap between S. Sebastian and S. Fabiano. 
Above in heaven hovers the Dove, while two angels fly there 
on guard about her head, two play on strangely lovely instru- 
ments at her feet In ibi^predella are three scenes divided by 
four panels of Saints — the Martyrdom of S. Sebastian, the 
Resurrection, and the Martyrdom of S. Fabian. In a recess 
in the eastern wall of the south transept is a fitesco of the 
Madonna and Child between S. Roch and another Saint, with 
S. Bernardino and S. Jdbn Bi4>tist at the sides. This, toob 
according to Mr. Berenson, is by Benvenuto. 

From S. Luda we pass to S. CrocCi where on the right wall 
is a latepictureby LucaSignorelliof theSposidizio,an interest- 
ing and charming work of the great Umbro-Tuscan master. 

We come upon Benvenuto's work again not only in the 
Madonna delle Nevi, where over the high altar there is an 
archaic Madonna from his hand, but also in the delidous 
little Franciscan sanctuary of S. Bernardino, some way up the 
valley to the west of Sinalunga. 

You leave the great piazza by a road on the right, and 
following it uphill come at last, at the end of a little avenue 
of cypresses, at a turning of the way to the little church and 
convent, witii its cool loggia and sweet country aspect 

Here in the dear summer quiet you may find — ^it maybe 
at evening, when Vespers are over and the aotiphons of the 
Magnificat have reminded you that the morrow is the Feast 
of 'the Assumption, and th^ Salvt Regitui^ that marvellously 
lovely anthem of which one can never grow weary, has died 
away in the doisters — three pictures of exceptional beauty. 
The loveliest is in the choir, ^e Annunciation by Benvenuto 
di Giovanni. Under a loggia of marble beside the wonderful 
temple of Jerusalem, a poet's dream of a sanctuary, Madonna 
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rests at evening, drooping like a flower over her Little Office, 
her vase of lilies beside her, when suddenly like a star from 
heaven Gabriel Ms before her on his knees, crowned with a 
garland from Paradise, a sceptre of olive in his hand, and 
whispers his Atfe. And it is in truth from the very heaven of 
heavens he has come, as indeed Benvenuto has not forgotten 
to tell us, from the presence of the Father, Whom we may see 
bending down towards His angel, giving him that branch of 
olive and the Message, too, which azmounced our joy and 
that peace, also, which is surely ours if anywhere in the world, 
then here with these little friurs this summer evening under 
the cypresses among the com and the flowers. 

There are other works, too, in the church, but they cannot 
keep us long from Benvenuto. Here in the choir is a picture 
of the Salvator Mundi by Sano di Pietro. Over an altar hard 
by is a fine picture of the Madonna and Child enthroned 
between two Saints, while in heaven Crod the Father rejoices 
with His angels and the Dove hovers over the head of our 
Mother about to be crowned with no mortal diadem. 

It is always with a sad heart I leave S. Bernardino of 
Sinalunga, for who knows if I shall ever see it again ? But 
at nightfall one must hasten away, for it is necessary to be 
in Foiano or Torrita before dark, since at Sinalunga there is 
now no inn. 

Of the way to Foiano I cannot speak as I would. I can 
only say that it is so fair that if you may you should go afoot. 
You descend by the winding road through the olive gardens 
to the Borgata di S. Pietro by the station, and crossing the 
line take the road east across the valley, and climbing the 
hills by La Castellina descend again into the valley of 
the Esse, a mere long estuary of the Val di Chiana, and so 
climbing again come at last to Foiano towering over the 
main Chiana valley looking straight to Cortona. 

Foiano stands indeed on the highest of those hills which 
form the eastern bastions of that lofty promontory thrust out 
by the Chiana range into the valley of the Chiana. It is a 
double town, the older and loftier part forming the casiello^ the 
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lower the barff). Surrounded once by two lines of walls, both 
of which had three gates, the older included only the castello 
with its lofty tower and two fine palaces. 

In such a place, when the majesty and beauty of the land- 
scape has had its way with you, history, you might think, was 
bound to have been glorious. But in £act we are ignorant 
of the origin of Foiano, though some have conjectured that 
it got its name from the Romans, who called it Fanum or 
Forum Jani. However that may be, the castello and \htpieve 
are spoken of in the earliest part of the eleventh century as 
dependent on the Bishop of Arezzo, though the Conti della 
Sdalenga and Berardenga certainly had some jurisdiction 
here, as in so many other places about Asdano. To our 
surprise, in the thirteenth century we hear almost nothing 
of Foiano, but in the fourteenth we find it one of the most 
important casielli in the immediate power of Arezzo, until in 
1337 it came into the hands of Florence, only to pass, if but 
for a moment, into the dominion of Perugia. By 1353 it 
was once more in the hands of Arezzo, but thirty years later 
it voluntarily submitted to Florence on the eve of the final 
overthrow of its ancient mistress. After that, till the whole 
of this part of Tuscany fell into the hands of Cosimo I in 1553, 
its chief business was cardully to watch Ludgnano, the two 
strongholds, as it were, standing sentind there for the rival 
dties of Florence and Siena. 

Fine though Foiano is and girdled with olives and golden 
with com and joyful with fruitful vineyard, it is rather by reason 
of its wonderful views, for the ever ddectable landscape that 
lies at its feet, that one would come to it, but that in the Col- 
legiata is hidden away a signed and dated picture by Luca 
SignoreUi of the Coronation of the Blessed Viigin. This 
grand and noble picture was painted in 1523, the year of 
Signorelli's death, and was, in fact, the last he set his hand 
to. The Madonna, in a splendid robe of rose with a mantle 
of blue, fiedrer than the angels who attend her, kneds before 
our Lord Christ, who crowns her Regina virginum. On 
dther side two angels play for joy, while S. Joseph, her 
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goarditn, still stands beside her, and S. Gabriel, who was 
her messenger, waits lest she should speak again and he not 
hear. Before her in the foreground kneels S. Martino, whose 
altarpiece this is, dressed in a golden cope, and that he won 
in exchange for the poor coat he gaTe the beggar for Christ's 
sake. On his left hand stands S. Jerome and three monks, 
and behind him S. Mary Magdalen ; and again on the other 
side some fine old siunt introduces the donor, Angelo Mas- 
sarelli. 

Signorelli was an old man when he conceived this majestic 
work, which has the unction of a canticle almost, and we may 
be sure that he received some assistance, for not only were the 
figures of S. Gabriel and S. Mary Magdalen too feeble to 
have come firom his wise hand, even though it trembled then, 
but in ^(^predella only two of the four scenes are his. The 
four scenes represent the Life of S. Martin, and in the two 
Signorelli has given us with all his boldness and mastery of 
composition we see S. Martin in armour on his great white 
war-horse with his men-at-arms about him dividing his cloak 
with the beggar. In the other we see the Saint kneeling 
before a Bishop with his two acolytes — a beautiful picture. 

Having seen this splendour after Mass, I do not see why 
the traveller should not make his way southward and west 
back across the valley to Torrita, which may be reached directly 
from Foiano by road through Bettolle. It is a walk or drive of 
some ten or, maybe, twelve miles. The way by Sinalunga, 
and so by train, is shorter, and the road is better, but so you 
miss Bettolle and a new vista of the great valley. 

Bettolle, which may be counted half-way, is a garden — a 
garden of chestnuts and vineyards and olives. I do not know 
that Bettolle is famous among Italians, if indeed it be famous 
at all for anything but its fairs ; but for me it is one of the 
fairest of all villages, with a fine wine and a courteous people, 
and I wish it every sort of good there is to be had in this 
damnable age we live in, and that is the same thing as to 
repeat the old commandment to keep itself unspotted from 
tlM^ world. Some day probably, when Italy has grown out 
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of her blessed poverty — and if she could but see it that is 
her best potsessioQ — ^BettoUe will be lost in a forest of tall 
chimneys, all the valleys will be hidden in a great pall of 
smoke, and a vast chemical worics or what not will endave 
the inhabitants from &r and near. May this be &r from thee, 
Bettolle ! but I fear it Italy knows nothing of the misery 
of manufocture — that is not manufacture, but the domination 
of the machine. She is longing to learn, for in that slavery of 
her people lies gold. But I tell you, Bettolle and Italy, that 
the most wretched of your poor upon the mountains are happy 
in health and wealth beyond the wildest dreams of our poor 
ones in the unspeakable byways of our great manufacturing 
towns. As I wish you well I wish you poor ; but alas I you 
art not so poor as in my father's time. Are you hi^pier or 
better? I wonder — I wonder. 

And so, wondering still on that fidr summer's morning, 
I crossed the great valley, mile after mile of it, and climbed 
into Torrita. Now Torrita is splendid, set on the sunmiit of 
its tu/a hill, and is probably of Etruscan origin— older then 
than Sinalui^^ older than Foiano. Its history, so far as we 
may know its history, is that of every other little town between 
Siena and Montepuldano, and the best example of that is the 
story of Ludgnano. It only comes really on to the stage even 
of Sienese history twice : it took part in the war with Perugia, 
and it witnessed the only honourable effc^ Siena was ever 
able to make to rid herself and her contado of the curse of the 
military companies. It happened thus. In the year 1363 
Siena was ruled by that worst faction of all, the Dodici^ 
who, not content with their own ineptitude, strove so 
&r to obliterate even the memory of the Nave that they 
caused the very name to be erased from the public statutes. 
The times were perilous, and this gang of tradesmen was 
completely unfitted to deal with them. Many dependent 
towns had already revolted, and the Companies of Adven- 
ture which harassed the contado had again been bought off 
with great sums of money, when Messer Ceocolo degli Orsini, 
a Roman and ix> Sienese, in command, of the Sienese levies. 
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decided to save his honour in spite of the magistrates. 
Finding the Company of the Hat, a professional army of 
ruffians and pirates ready to do any man's bidding who 
would pay them, lurking in the contado hereabout, against 
the order of the magistrates of Siena, he forced them to fight 
him in the valley between Sinalunga and Torrita and beat 
them, as you may see any day in the great Sala of the Palazzo 
Pubblico of Siena, for Tomm^ has painted the battle there, not 
without glory. '' He was not confirmed in his office because 
he had been ordered not to join battle by reason of the peril 
which might come of it ; and for this he was not re-elected." 
The Dodid^ adding infEuny to cowardice, however, were not 
ashamed to get what glory they could out of his victory, and 
that fresco of Tommy's is as much a monument to their 
dishonour as to his victory. 

Torrita to-day shares with Sinalunga not only a glory of 
landscape, but a wealth of pictures little, if any, inferior 
to hers. 

In the Propositura, over the second altar on the south, is a 
picture of the Nativity with Saints by Bartolo di Fredi, while 
on the next altar is a magnificent signed altarpiece of the 
Madonna and Child with Saints by Benvenuto di Giovanni, 
painted in 1497. That is perhaps the finest work in Torrita, 
but in the Madonna delle Nevi we come upon some mag- 
nificent frescoes about an altar by Girolamo di Benvenuto 
that in their exquisite country beauty are not less delightful. 
In the midst we see Madonna at Assumption among a crowd 
of musical angels, while S. Thomas, doubtfid again, receives 
at once for his assurance and in token of her forgiveness her 
girdle, which now lies, they say, in Prato, where, in fact, I 
have seen it. Under the arch with His Saints our Lord from 
amid the Cherubim awaits His Mother and ours. On either 
side we see two saints, and above the Annunciation, in a quiet 
court looking on a garden plot. 

Nor is this all, for hard by Cozzarelli has painted it all over 
again, though with less sweetness and sincerity. 

Before I left Torrita I wandered by chance into S. Flora, and 
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there I found what for me, after all, was the best of all, an old 
and beautiful triptych by some early Florentine master, where 
on a gold ground was set forth the Crucifixion of our Lord, 
with the Blessed Virgin and S. John, and weeping at the foot 
of the Cross golden-haired Magdalen. In the side panels 
stood two Saints as though at Mass, as indeed they were. 
It was with this in my heart that just before sunset I set 
out for the railway to reach Montepulciano that night, though 
indeed I scarce knew how.' 

* See note io> p. 331 infra. 



XIX 

MONTEPULCIANO 

THE wayfrom the station over some seven miles of hill and 
dale to the lofty city of Montepuldano is one of the most 
splendid, the most beautiful in all Tuscany. The whole valley 
(k the Chiana and beyond and beyond is spread out like some 
gracious fiedryland, in which lie three magic lakes, and one of 
them is the loveliest in the world — the lakes of Chiusi, of 
Montepuldano, and of Trasimeno ; beyond lie the great ever- 
lasting mountains of Umbria, and over all is a supreme and 
luminous peace. Little by little as you climb to the wonder- 
ful city of the beautiful name some great or delicate feature 
in the landscape impresses itself upon you, only to be re* 
placed again and again by other details as fair as itself; the 
serene and graceful outline of Cetona, for instance, gives place 
to the tremendous and beautiful mass of Mont* Amiata fiBu* 
away, or the eagle's nest of Monte Follonica, truly a city out 
of a fiedry tale, draws your eyes from Chiusi, till at last all your 
heart is set on Montepuldano itself, which suddenly appears 
over the lower hills at a turning of the way, the rosy queen 
of all this fair country, a dty of another world, a dty of the 
pure and aloof mountains. 

It would be hard, and I think unprofitable, to go into the 
almost inextricable details of the history of this far hill dty, 
which guarded of old so many ways and stood on so many 
confines. Called, as it is said, first Mons Politicus, then 
Mons Politiantis, and finally Montepuldano, if we may believe 
tradition it is among the most noble of Italian towns, founded 
by Lars Porsena of Clusium, and already of account when 

ai8 
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there were kings in Rome. History, however, knows nothing 
of Montepukiano till the year 715 of our era, and though 
traces of Etruscan civilization have been found on its hill-side, 
we know nothing of its life, if life there was, previous to the 
eighth century. Then it b^an to order itself as a free Com- 
mune, and its £eite, like its story, is that of every other town in 
this region; in its comparative weakness it had to decide, not 
whether it would be free or enslaved, but which of two cities 
it would serve, Siena or Florence. Till 1202 it remained 
under the protection of Siena, but in that year it capitulated 
to Florence. This was but the first, if, indeed, it was the 
first, of innumerable surrenders, first to one party and then to 
another. For Montepulciano, commanding the Val di Chiana 
at its narrowest part, before it divided into the two arms which 
lead to Arezsco and Siena, dominating the only pass between 
the Val di Chiana and the Val d' Asso, where the Via Fraud- 
gena entered the great defile between Mont' Amiata and 
Monte Cetona, standing, as it did, on the verge of Umbria 
and Tuscany, was continually the cause of war between 
Florence and Siena, both of which claimed so valuable a 
fortress. Indeed, as you read the story of those mediaeval 
Communes you might think that their sole cause of quarrel 
was this little hill city, so unfortunately placed for herself in 
command of the great trade routes of Italy. Her fate was 
decided by her geographical position ; for though she was so 
finely situated as a fortress, she was, even more than Siena, 
debarred by that position from ever becoming a rich and 
populous dty of merchandise; and if these conditions be 
well grasped any detailed account of her story will be super- 
fluous. For we might prophesy from them the very fate 
which overtook her. They destined her to be a bone of 
contention for ever, and even as two dogs quarrel over a bone, 
so Florence and Siena quarrelled over Montepuldano. Some- 
times the one seemed to be going to possess her, sometimes 
the other, but till almost the end, in 1553, Montepulciano 
remained a continual cause of quarrel. 
The reader will have some idea of the unfortunate story of 
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Montqpuldano, thus at the mercy of her vastly stronger 
neighbours, when he has realized what the following facts 
really mean. Till 1202 Montepuldano lived in friendship 
with Siena. In that year Florence forced her to acknow- 
ledge her suzerainty. Theni in 1207, Siena forced her to 
acknowledge Sienese rights over the casteUo^ but Florence 
opposed the claim, and encouraged Montepulciano to ally 
herself with Orvieto. The struggle that followed was a long 
one, and only finished in 1232 with the triumph of the Sienese 
and the destruction of the wall of the hill city. Two years 
later, however, she was compelled to rebuild the walls and 
once more to cede herself. There followed Montaperto 
(1260), after which the Ghibellines of Siena built the great 
fortress in Montepulciano whose ruins we still see, but the 
death of Manfred soon put an end to the Sienese power. 

To the agony forced upon Montepulciano from outside 
was added in the fourteen^ century internal troubles. The 
frunily of Pecora, a fiimily of ambitious merchants, seized the 
place, and when they were betrayed by one of their own blood 
and the city freed from their tyranny in 1352, it was only to 
fall into the hands of Florence or of Siena or even of Perugia. 
Perugia, however, had serious need of the city, and did some- 
thing, at any rate, to restore her her freedom, till in 1359 Niccolb 
del Pecora returned, and there followed riot, muider, and 
finally treason. Montepulciano herself asked for the protection 
of Siena. By 1388, however, we are not surprised to find she 
was tired of Siena, and appealed to Florence, whereupon 
Siena, as we know, placed herself and her contado under the 
lordship of Visconti of Milan. Visconti took Montepulciano, 
but by 1404 Siena, weary of his tyranny, got rid of him, and, 
making alliance with Florence, exchanged Lucignano, which 
then belonged to the lily, for Montepulciano. There followed 
the futile wars of the condotHeri^ which fill the fifteenth cen- 
tury with confusion. And, in fact, it was not till Niccolb 
Machiavelli appeared, and, making treaty with Siena, secured 
the lordship of that city to Petrucd and the lordship of 
Montepulciano to Florence^ that order rose out of chaos. 
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But by then Cosimo I was at hand, and the Granducato 
something more than a propheqr. Thus peace came at last 
when the hegemony of Tuscany passed into the hands of 
Florence under the great Medici. 

There are but few signs left to-day of those centuries of 
struggle, of blood, treason, slavery, and destruction. Monte- 
pulciano is one of the most smiling, one of the most delightful 
of the smaller cities of Tuscany, and she sits there on her hill- 
top to-day above her lawns and vineyards and woods like a 
queen sure of her court and her own beauty. And, indeed, 
Uie traveller can hope to find few places more satisfying. Till 
last year, at any rate, he might live there as comfortably as he 
could wbh in what was still a mediaeval city. The horrid 
desire for what the ignorant are pleased to call ''progress," 
which with them means destruction, the beauty of Montepul- 
dano and a part of her dignity and aloofness have been com- 
promised. The old winding way from the railway, so charming 
and delightful, and as convenient as any could wish, is no 
longer good enough for the Socialist element that everywhere 
in Italy is able to bring so accursed a pressure upon the 
powers that be. A new and perfectly straight road is under 
construction, a part of the old waU of the city has been 
destroyed, and it looks as though Montepuldano, like 
Perugia, were to be cursed by the advent of a Belgian electric 
tramway from the station. What charming ideas the modem 
Italian has ! — the modem Italian, I mean, who has so unfortu- 
nately obtained control of his unfortunate country. Having 
turned nearly all the cities of Italy into a kind of pande- 
monium, where no way is safe or quiet, he is now busy 
infesting the country byways with the same infernal machines. 
No one questions the right of the Italians to do what they 
will with their own land, but seeing that Italy as a whole is 
largely dependent for prosperity on the foreign visitor and 
tourist — a fact every Italian find^ it convenient to forget— one 
may question the wisdom of uglifying or destroying every- 
thing the foreign visitor and tourist come to see. 

As yet, however, Montepuldano is by no means spoiled. 
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It is true that the Marzocco Inn is not so charming as I fed 
sure it must have been when Sjrmonds made it famous* A 
certain greediness which the unfortunate tourist excites, alas ! 
spoils good manners, even the natural good manners of the 
Tuscans. Still the comfort of the inn, even the cleanliness of 
your waiter, are — so it be well with the beds — in my qpinion 
secondary matters. It is always possible to eat in the fidds, 
and no one travels to sit in an inn pariour, but if all we have 
come to see has been ** improved '' away by the great vulgar 
legions of "progress^" it is a serious matter. ELappily in 
Montepuldano there is still enough and to spare. 

For if the wine be over-rated, and I sincerely think it i*-^ 
I know fifty better wines to<lay in Northern and Southern 
Tuscany— *it is impossible to praise too highly the beauty of 
the dty and of the country in which she reigns, on to tell 
easily of the beauty of the works of art which still abide there 
— too many, alas I in a museum. 

On entering Montepuldano one is struck at once by the 
splendour of her walls and gates, by the Porta dd Prato 
especially, and once within the dty, even as one comes to the 
inn, the palaces of Antonio da Sangallo astonish one by thdr 
beauty and splendour. From the Idanocco — that si^ of 
Florentine domination opposite the Palazzo Avignonesi, just 
outside the inn, all one's way through the dty is set with fine 
buildings — the Loggia dd Meccato of Vignola, the Palazzo 
Tarugi, the Palazzo dd Pecora, the Palazzo Contucd, perhaps 
the finest of Sangallo's buildings within the dty, the magnifi- 
cent Palazzo Pubblico, truly as fine as that of Florence, but 
with a tower that follows a long wi^ off the Mapgia of Siena, 
the whole of the Piazza Grande with its beautiful fountain, 
the Palazzo Cervini of Sangallo, the Palazzo Bombagli, so 
charmingly Sienese, the Palazzo Ricd-Paracciani — all the way 
is set with fine buildings up to the modem fwietuL^ which 
stands on the ruins of the old Rocca of the Sienese. 

All this without speaking of the churches. But they are as 
lovely as one can wish, from S. Agostino to S. Maria, and the 
Cathedral, which is, as it should be, the best of all. 
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Qimbiog the narrow, winding street from the Manocco, 
you pass almost at once on your right the Church of S. 
Agostino, with its fine Renaissance facade, a delightful werk 
of Michelozzo, and there, over the principal doorway, is the 
first of those art treasures in which Montepukiano is so rich, 
Michelozzo's three fine clay figures in half-length of the 
Madonna and Child with St. John the Baptist and S. Augus^ 
tine. You will find many older things in Mont^mldano, but 
nothings I think, that will charm and delight you more than 
these fifteenth-century sculptures by a master not certainly 
the eqpBl of Dooatdlo, but a mastei^ neverthelesB» we may 
weU envy the fifteenth century. 

Passing on, eyer upwards, through the town, we owie at 
last to the Church of S. Maria, standing in an open space on 
the hill-side, and commanding a wide and lovely view of that 
wonderfid world of valley and mountain in which Montepul- 
dano stands. The beautifiil tower and charming doorway 
and fiBt^ade of S. Maria take you at once, and prepare you 
perhaps for the wonder that awaits you within. There, over 
the first altar on the left, is a sfrfendid panel of the Madonna 
and Child by S^gna, that eariy master, altogether an exquisite 
work, in which o^our and form are at one in glory, the blue 
of the mantle rivalling the sky in depth and sweetness. 

Over the second altar, on the right, is a remnant of a 
Trecento fitesco of the Madonna and Child, evidently a very 
holy thing, for it has been repeated in a modem picture over 
the first there beside it In Uie apse is a copy of the famous 
Madonna of Corr^ggio at Palma. And here, too, is a fine 
altarpieoe by Andrea della Robbia, with a fine minucle picture 
in the midst. 

Just beyond S. Maria we come out on the hill-side over the 
olives, and thence we may see the way we shall go to Pienza, 
Montaldno, and Monf Amiata, with Rocca d' Orda and 
Campiglia d' Orda on its skirts, and there lies Trequanda and 
nearer Monte Follonica, with, on a £ur day, in the fiurthest 
distaooe to the north and west, the dim blue mountains of 
Blba over the midland sea. 
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Turning away at last from such a vision of the kingdoms of 
the world and their beauty, we make our way up past the 
farie%%a to the Duomo, which, lovely in itself as it is, is the 
real treasure-house of Montepuldano. 

A g»unt brick building, only partly cased with stone, 
flanked by a great square tower, it is the colour, perhaps, 
rather than the simple form of the Cathedral that wins you at 
first, but within you have a noble church of a fine Renaissance 
type, spacious and full of light, though it may not daim your 
love as the churches of your home. Nevertheless this some- 
what worldly sanctuary possesses two treasures of great price, 
the one whole as ever it was, the other broken, yet even in 
ruin one of the finest things in the city — I mean the great 
altarpiece of Taddeo di Bartolo and the broken tomb of 
Aragazzi by Michelozzo. 

Bartolommeo Aragazzi was secretary to Martin V, and 
Michelozzo's tomb, when it was still perfect, must have been 
one of the finest works of that master. Two fragments of 
it are now to be found just within the west doors of the 
Cathedral, but the main portion, the tomb itself, still stands 
over the high altar. There Aragazzi lies in friar's frock, his 
beautiful hands crossed carefully, seemingly sleeping, his wise 
and careworn face truly sympathetic, in the great peace that 
has smoothed away the restlessness that in that troublous 
time must often have tortured it Beside him, one on either 
side the high altar, are two statues — S. Gabriel and S. Mary 
at Annunciation. The dead man lies sleeping between them, 
hearing in his dream the marvellous salutation. 

Scattered all over the church are fragments of the once 
perfect cenotaph, friezes of cherubs, and reliefs. No dty, 
I think, in all Southern Tuscany can boast of so mudi 
Florentine work as Montepuldano; but she b under no 
obligation, since she g»ve to the dty of the Lily the greatest 
ornament of Lorenzo's court, Angelo Poliziano, who was bom 
here, and called by her name. The greatest treasure of the 
church, however, is no longer this broken work of a Florentine, 
but a true masteroiece of Siena, Taddeo Bartoli's vast altar* 
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piece that towen over the high altar. It is a triptych, towered 
and pinnacled, with a splendid double predella^ perfect in 
every detail, of the Death and Assumption of the Blessed 
Virgin. In the midst we see the Madonna ravished into 
heaven, surrounded by angels, while below on eiCrth the 
apostles weep for her, since she is gone from them. There 
are here some hundreds of figures, and the character of the 
heads, the wonderfully living and lovely angels, the perfect 
completeness of the whole work, give to it a beauty, a 
nobility, and an importance beyond anything else we have 
Aom Taddeo's hand. One head among all those which bend 
over the fiail body of the Virgin is eq>eciaUy vivid and full 
of life : it is, as the raised gold letters of the halo tell us, 
that of S. Thaddseus, and there, I think, we see a portrait 
of the painter. 

In the four pillars are twelve figures of saints, and in the two 
side panels again other saints, each with his name or hos 
written in the gold of their haloes. Above, in the midst, we 
see the Coronation of the Virgin, and on either side the 
mystery of the Annunciation. The predelle consist of 
twenty-three scenes, nine of which are concerned with the 
life of Christ, while fourteen are devoted to the saints. 

The Duomo possesses other works of coi^iderable interest; 
for instance, in the third chapel on the south side of the 
church is a panel of S. Vincent Ferrer by some pupil of 
Bonfigli and a figure of our Lord by some later master. The 
font, too, is a work of much beauty. 

One other church at least, within the city, that of S. Lucia, 
is worth a visit. Here, in the chapel on the right, is a 
Madonna and Child, a later work by Luca SignorellL 

But most of the pictures which used to adorn the churches 
ok Montepulciano have unhai^ily been gathered into the 
Pinaooteca, where, it is true,, they are well cared for, but 
where much of their beauty and all their meaning are lost 

In the first room seven pieces, reliefs in enamelled terra- 
cotta by the Robbia schoo), have been gathered; among 
them a lunette of the Madonna and Child with S. John 
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Baptist and S. Luqr; an altarpiece with a tabemade about 
which stand four Saints and over which hover two Angels, 
while above, in a lunette, Madonna is at Annunciation, and 
below, in the prtdeUa^ two angels wait ; another altarpiece of 
the Madonna and Child between two Saints while above two 
Angels crown her as Queen. Here, too, is an exquisite relief 
in marble of the Madonna and Child between four angds 
by some unknown master of the fifteenth century. 

It is, however, in the pictures that the traveller will chiefly 
find delight. These fill Room II. Here is a Coronation of 
the Blessed Virgin, with seven angels above and four 
below (i), by Bartolo di Fredi (?), but the heads of the 
Virgin and Christ are spoiled. The next picture (2) is, 
though a late work, perhaps the most interesting in the dty 
by reason of its subject. It is an Immaculate Concq>tioa 
by Lappolli of Arezzo, and was painted in 1547. ' In a garden 
Madonna treads the devil, half Cupid, half serpent, undar 
her feet, bruising his head with her he^ God the Father 
blesses her, rod in hand. Beneath and around are S. Rosa 
of Viterbo, S. Francis, and S. Nicholas of Bari. The picture 
bears the following inscription : '* loannes Ant. Lappolus 
Aret. Exprimebat Quod Alius ex Voto et Animo Concepisset 
Anno MDXLVII." 

We then come to a Madonna and Child with S. John the 
Baptist (3), a charming work with a lovely landscape, by some 
pupil of Filippino LJppL A Holy Family (7) of much beauty 
follows, by Sodoma, and then we find ourselves &ce to &ce 
with the masterpiece of the collection, a delicate and lovely 
Nativity (10) by Benvenuto Giovanni or Girolamo di 
Benvenuto, where our Lord lies on the ground just outside 
the shed where the ox feeds with the ass, and Madonna, like 
a tower of rosy ivory, kneels with S. Joseph to worship Him, 
while a shepherd in the background peers down in wonder 
and the Holy Dove hovers over **the place where the young 
child lay." In a deft of dark rock an owl rests, and in 
heaven God blesses the world in a doud of Cherubim, and a 
tiny bright angel, like a gorgeous bird, flies earthward with 
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those glad tidings to the shepherds keeping watch over their 
flocks, which shall be to all people. 'Nothing more delicately 
fair than this Nativity is to be found in Montepuldano. 

A few other works in the collection have some interest for 
us: a spoiled Crucifixion (12) by some pupil of Filippino 
Lippi ; a reliquary (16), the Madonna and Child above, and 
under S. John Baptist, S. Biagio, and S. Sigismundo by some 
pupil of Fei; a Madonna and Child with S. Francis and a 
Bishop by some pupil of Bicci di Lorenzo ; a tondo of the 
Madonna and Child in a fair landscape (20) by Carli, and a 
charming picture by Bicci di Lorenzo of the Madonna and 
Child with S. Francis, S. Catherine, S. John the Baptist, and 
an Olivetan monk. 

But it is only as we are leaving Montepuldano for Pienza 
perhaps that we see what is surely the most striking 
monument to her splendour at its greatest in the later 
Renaissance — I mean the beautiful church built for love by 
Antonio da Sangallo beneath the western height of the town. 
Coming upon S. Maria della Consolazione, outside one of 
the most unapproachable cities in all Italy, Todi in Umbria, 
I called it, in an eager burst of enthusiasm, the most beautiful 
church in all the world. Well, here you may see something 
very like it without going to the trouble of marching to Todi. 
S. Biagio of Montepulciano is, on a small scale, of course, 
what S. Pietro in Vaticano should have been, what it would 
have been but for the barbarian Reformation — a Greek cross 
under a dome. As you stand on the threshold it is upward 
that your gaze is drawn, irresistibly, by the great light and 
space of the design, the height and beauty of all the pro- 
portions. Here is a church full of light — a church not for 
repentance but for praise ; the whole place seems to utter the 
great verses of the Te Deum Laudamus^ in itself to give 
visible form to words in which alone we hear some fiunt 
echo of those the great archangels sing : — 

"Tlbi omnes Angeli, Tibi coeli et aniversae potestates: 
Tibi Cherubim et Seraphim incessabili voce proclamant: 
Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctos, Doduqus Deus Sabaoth, 
Pleni sunt coeli et terra majestatis gloriae tuae." 
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Is it not, as we pass on our way, for the words of 
ineffiible song that the olives lend their music, that the 
vineyards are hushed and all the flowers bow their heads ? 



« 



Ta Rex gloriae, Christe, 

Ta Pfttris semipiteroas es Filias. 

Ta ad Uberandtun tusceptnnis homiDem» noo homusti 

Virginifl utemm. 
l\i derkto mortis acnleo, apenilsti credeDdbas legna 

oodomrn* 
To ad deztenm Dei aedct In sloria Patris." 



PIENZA AND S. QUIRICO D' ORCIA 

THE road from Montepuldano to Pienza, a distance 
of some eight miles, is one of the most picturesque, 
one of the most wonderful in Central Italy. View after yiew, 
rista after vista, north and south, east and west, open before 
you, the glory of the world seems indeed to be spread out 
there for your joy. To the south rise the indescribably im- 
pressive forms of Monf Amiata, Monte Cetona, and the huge 
bizarre rock Radicofani, to the north He the low and tawny 
hills of the desert, closed at last by the distant range beneath 
which Siena lies, to the west Pienza stands like a sentinel, and 
after Siena Montalcino, and behind Montaldno the blue 
mysterious mountains of the Maremma, while behind you to 
the east Montepulciano rises like some marvellous sign high 
up into the sky. One may well sing Te Deum. Nowhere 
else in Tuscany does the strength and nobility of the Italian 
landscape so impress itself upon you, nowhere else do the moun- 
tains seem so everlasting and so proud or the valleys so rare, 
the world so wonderful a prize. Nor is the character of this 
landscape less splendid than its composition. It has before 
everything a beauty and strength of outline, of construction, 
that I have found equalled only in Spain : it has colour, too, 
and spaciousness, but chiefly it has outline and beauty, 
decbive and affirmative, in which I find much of the beauty of 
plain-chant. It has not the quietness, the repose, the softness 
and sweetness that we find everywhere in Southern England ; 
just these qualities it is content to lack, but it has always what 

"9 
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is rarest in England, a beauty of outline without which there 
b no real or profound satisfaction, I think, no finality ; just as 
in music nothing contents us at last as the plain-song does, in 
whose extraordinary simplicity and assurance everything that the 
heart of man can conceive seems to be hidden and expressed. 
So I thought as one summer afternoon I rested in the shadow 
of a cypress on that glorious road, so far from the noisy cities, 
so far from that island in the northern sea which I have loved 
because it is my home. And suddenly, as I thought of all 
this, looking the while at the mountains and the fairy city 
of Monte FoUonica over the barren valley, I became aware 
that I was sitting beside a short granite pillar, like a mile- 
stone, on which was carved an English name — Newton. Was 
this some belated monument, worn to a stump by the weather, 
battered, maybe, by angry and incredulous ckricali^ to the 
great philosopher, one of the supreme expressions of my 
country, or merely a sign set up by some restless adventurer 
of my race who, like my forefathers, had set out where the 
road led oversea, and liking by chance some vague country- 
side, had acquired land there and set to farming ? 

A little later I came to a great castle at a turning of the vray 
over the bare hills, and then at last and suddenly Pienza came 
into full view, still some miles away, so I set out with re- 
newed heart and won the gate at sunset. 

And as it happened my angel went with me, for as I came 
up the one long street of the place into the piazza where the 
Duomo stands and the Palazzo del Municipio and the Palazzo 
Piccolomini, and indeed all the great buildings of Pienza, he 
led me, and I swear I knew nothing about it, out behind 
the great church on to a narrow terrace, and there I watched 
the sunset. I could not have had greater good fortune. For 
it was not only the sunset I saw, but the sunset over a great 
bare world of mountain and valley — Mont* Amiata, now 
quite dose, and Val d' Orda — a world actually as beautiful and 
as strong as Castile, as barren, too, and as stony, as tremendous 
in its marvellous significance. Desolate beyond expression, 
that wide and desert valley, full of twilight, lay before me, 
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and out of it rose the vast bastions of Monf Amiata, the 
greatest mountain in Tuscany, and its foundations were as 
the foundations of a nation. Huge and sloping diffs of 
tawny rock supported the enormous weight of the mountain, 
rising higher and higher till they formed at last the tremen- 
dous platform from which rose the cone of this great extinct 
volcano we call Mont* Amiata. Not a tree was to be seen, 
not a house, not a sign of human habitation or toil, only this 
primeval world of boulder and cliff and desert, out of which 
the great mountain rose — the monument of some bygone 
and departed age of stone. When the sun had set and the 
last faint ghost of light had vanished from the earth still 
under a heaven of stars, the mountain loomed out before 
me^ blotting out the whole western sky. And as I returned 
down the street of Pienza to the inn it was that beautiful 
grave shape which I saw still before me, that I could not 
put out of my mind or forget, that later haunted my dreams, 
for I seemed to have seen some supernatural beauty, vast 
and beyond the measure of man, that in its tremendous force 
and silence expressed something I was not able to understand. 
Something it held in common with the constellations, those 
blazons of the sky which surely portend some message or 
express the meaning of some godlike order, some universal 
coremony in which the Sun is served at a heavenly altar by 
all the planets in order, and the stars in their courses chaunt 
the winding antiphons in some universal Liturgy. 

The story of Pienza is like the fairy tde of Cinderella, 
which after all has Christian authority, for is it not written that 
the last shall be first? Before Pienza changed her name, 
before her wonderful, her incredible good fortune befell her, 
die was but a little good-for-nothing village of a few hundred 
inhabitants, and her name was Corsignano. Then in the 
first years of the fifteenth century a certain poor nobleman, 
exiled from Siena, came to this village to live by cultivating 
the few wretched acres which alone remained to- him, for he 
was ruined. With him came his young wife, as noble as 
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himsdf, and presently in their little homestead she gaTe 
birth to a son, whom they called Enea Silvio. This child of 
the race of the Piccolomini, after a life of adventure, managing 
his affairs with great astuteness, and meeting with much good 
fortune, was presently elected Pope, and taking, in memory 
of Aeneas, after whom he was named, the title of Pius, out 
of his vanity, in the twinkling of an eye, as only a ^ope 
can, he turned the disreputable and dirty little village of 
Corsignano into the dty of Pienza, building there a cathedral 
and certain palaces, and setting over it to govern it a Bishc^ 
that his name might be r^nembered for ever and his birdi- 
place be held in honour in saecula saeculorum. Now the 
infallibility of a Pope no one of good education will be 
found to question ; but this infallibility, as is well known, is 
only to be found in matters pertaming to the Faith, and in 
them only when he speaks ex cathedra as St. Peter's successes 
or as the vicegerent of God here on earth — ^PP. Pont Max. 
Serv. Servorm. Dei. Therefore it is not surprising that, do 
what he would, though Decree followed Decree and Bull 
followed Bull, Pienza remained Corsignano— that is to say, 
a little village — and nothing that the P(^ and the Bishop 
could do with their cathedral and their palaces ever was 
able to make it otherwise. So God ordsdned; and as it 
was in the b^inning, so it is now and ever shall be^ world 
without end. Amen. If you do not believe me, go and see 
for yourself. You will find it as I have said. And maybe 
you will allow that I am right, without further demonstration, 
when I say that it is only lately Pienza has come into the 
possession of an inn. According to Augustus Hare there was 
no inn in Pienza in his day. 

Having settled this matter, let me hasten to add that as 
a village Pienza is one of the most charming and delightful 
{daces in the world, exceptional, too, as villages go, in the 
possession of a fine cathedral and several palaces, to say 
nothing of pictures and a museum ; and yet with all these, 
which Pius gave her, the finest thing and incomparaUy the 
loveliest and the best which she possesses was the gift of 
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God — ^I mean the great view she has of the mountains and 
the Val d' Orcia from her hill-side. For this she should 
give thanks daily, and we with her; for the rest, we can 
accept it with a certain complacence, seeing that it is ttore, 
not for our sakes at all, but to satisfy the vanity of Enea 
Silvio, the most human of the Popes who, in the name of 
Pius II, filled St Peter's Chair not unworthily from 1458 
to 1464. 

The most considemble buildings in Pienza, the buildings 
which it 9wes to Pius II, are set about the Piazza del Duomo, 
in which the Palazzo Pubblico faces the Cathedral, and the 
Ardvescov&do the Piccolomini Palace : these are the sights 
of Pienza, but I always prefer first to visit the old pieve^ the 
little parish church of Corsignano, which was here or ever Pius 
came and thrust upon the village an honour too intolerable— 
the honour of his name. 

To reach this humble little sanctuary it is necessary to 
descend behind the apse of the Duomo for a few hundred 
yards southward, when it wiU be seen beside the way, a 
somewhat n^lected flower of poverty and littleness. The 
church is dedicated to S. Vito and S. Modesta, and is very 
ancient, the Bishops of Arezzo and Siena having disputed its 
jurisdiction even in the eighth century. The present build- 
ing, however, dates from the eleventh or twelfth century, 
and consists of three naves, divided by unequal round arches 
of stone. Beneath is a crypt. Two splendid romanesque 
doorways, ornamented with sculpture, lead into the diurch ; 
that in the facade has a curious and half-ruined round 
tower. Here both Pius II and his father were christened. 

Another relic of the village of Corsignano is the Fran- 
ciscan Convent church of S. Francesco, that once had a 
little hospice of friars attached to it which in the eigh- 
teenth century was transformed into an episcopal seminary. 
Once covered with frescoes, now lost to us, the church 
was restored in 1892-1903. It still holds a few Sienese 
pictures — almost all that is left to it of its sweet country 
beauty. The two churches of Corsignano are, however, 
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but shrines for the sentimental traveller; for the rest of us 
there remain the Cathedral, the Piccolomini Palace, and 
Ae Museo, which after all are what has brought us to so 
out-of-the-way a place as Pienza. 

Evil days have befallen the beautiful masterpiece of 
Bernardo Rossellino, whidi he b^;an in 1457 and, with 
the Piccolomini Palace, finished in less than three years. 
In the series of earthquakes that have lately proved so 
disastrous for Italy, the whole of the foundaticms of the 
beautiful apse of the Duomo of Pienza were destroyed ; a 
vast winding chasm opened under the choir, and it is 
difficult to see how that part of the building can be saved. 
The devoted and loyal enthusiasm of Count Silvio Piccolomini 
is engaged in its preservation, and it is consoling to know, 
therefore, that what can be done to save the diurch will 
certainly be achieved, and that nothing will be left un- 
attempted. This young nobleman, whose ancestor founded 
the city of Pienza, is a type I find rare in Italy, and not 
common anywhere. King in his little country, he is a 
veritable magician, bringing order out of any chaos, and hb 
thoughtfulness for his own people and his kindness to 
strangers are well known through all the country-side. To 
watch him with the workmen in the Duomo or with the 
city fathers, or among the children of his capital, is to hope 
for modem Italy. If Count Silvio's ways and character 
ever become common form among his brother nobles, be 
sure we shall see a new, strong, and stead&st kingdom after 
all in Italy, and no one, I think, will desire this more heartily 
than those who are least content with her as she is. 

The church which Count Silvio is so earnestly trying to 
save is a fine Renaissance building, with a beautiful feifade, 
with the arms of Pio II in the architrave ; divided into three 
naves of equal height by eight travertine columns. The 
most charming feature is the apse, which is in sudi grave 
danger, and from outside, the tower, the most prominent 
feature in Pienza as seen from a distance. 

Our delight in the church itself, however, is vastly increased 
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when we find that its ancient treasures of art — the best of 
them at least in the way of pictures — hsLYe been preserved to 
it and not hidden away in the Museo. Three masterpieces 
of Sienese painting greet us here each in its own chapeL 

In the first chapel on the right is a splendid altarpiece by 
Matteo di Giovanni The Virgin sits enthroned with her Uttle 
Son on her knee in the act of blessing, while around her stand 
S. Bartolommeo, S. Luda, S. Matthew, and S. Catherine, with 
two little angels. 

In the first chapel on the left is a fine work by Sano di 
Pietro. The Virgin enthroned with our Lord — an apple in 
His left hand — ^is surrounded by S. James, S. Anne, S. Philip, 
and S. Mary Magdalen. 

In the second chapel in this aisle we find a magnificent 
altarpiece by Vecchietta of the Assumption. In the midst 
Mary, borne on a silver cloud by a crowd of angels, is caught 
into heaven, into Christ's arms, while beneath, beside her empty 
tomb, S. Thomas looks upward. On either side stand two 
saints, on the left S. Pio — first Pope of that name — and 
S. Agatha, and on the other S. Calisto and S. Catherine of 
Siena, whom the second Pio canonized. This work is, in 
fact, one of the masterpieces of the Sienese school of the 
fifteenth century ; it gives us to understand to how great a 
place in religious art the painters of that school had been 
called. 

On coming out firom the Duomo one has on one's right the 
Arcivescovado,and it is there that theMuseum hasfoundahome. 
This small collection, with its various treasures of tapestry, of 
Opus Anglicanum, of sculptures and paintings, is by no means 
to be ignored. It is true I would rather see the marvellous 
Pienza cope, made in England and presented by Tomasso 
Paleologus to Pio II, worn by the Bishop in the Duomo for 
the Matins of Christmas : it is true I should rejoice to hear 
Vespers sung from the wonderful choir-books splendid with 
miniatures on some winter afternoon as I sat under the 
great altarpiece of Matteo da Siena, but since that is impossible, 
I will take care not to deprive my eyes of their pleasure and 
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joy in the Maseo of Pienza. As for the cope, who can praise 
it well or remember without regret that we made it in England 
when we were happy, and cannot match it now ? Indeed, 
there is nothing so fine in England of England's own work, 
the only piece able to match it being the cope at Ascoli, 
but this is the finer of the two. The Pienza cope re{»e- 
sents in its exquisitely embroidered figures, in the first two 
half-circles, the Life of the Blessed Virgin, beneath which, 
dividing this first from the second half-circle, are set eight of 
her ancestors, including David and Sdomon. The twdve 
aposdes divide the second fix>m the third and last half-circle 
of figures, which represents the Life of S. Catherine of Alex- 
andria. The foundation of this magnificent vestment is linen, 
but it is completely hidden by an embroidered field of gold ; 
on this are set the figures of various-coloured silk. 

The cope, though it be the most splendid, is not the only 
relic of Pio II we find in the Musea Th«:e too are his 
Crosier And his Pyx, certain mitres, and other vestments and 
ornaments. 

The (nctures^ splendid though as yet ill*arranged o^ec- 
tion gathered in a room far too small for them — are hong in 
the next room. Here is a fine Madonna and Child with 
S. John Baptist, S. Biagio, S. Niccola, and S. Floriano by 
Vecchietta. Above is a beautiful lunette of the Annuncia- 
tion, while in lYitpredella are three panels : the Crucifixion in 
the midst, and on one side the Martyrdom of S. Biagio, and 
on the other that most delightful story of how S. Niccola saved 
the three maidens — asleep here in their beds — from harlotry. 

Close by is a charming work by Giovanni di Paolo of the 
Madonna and Child with SS. Bernardino, Jerome, Francis, and 
Chiara; above in the lunette is a marvellously lovely Pietit 
hesitating to be realistic ; while in the predeUa are three tondi 
of saints, and at each end the Piccolomini arms. The colour 
and quality of this work are remarkable. 

BaJtolo di Fredi calls us next with a lovely Virgin of Mercy 
and two Angels : a sweet and gracious picture. Then, of all 
things, we find a Sassetta, a small triptych of the Madonna and 
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Child with S. John and some woman sainty and in the pinnacles 
God the Father and angels. 

A fine and even exquisite work by Matteo di Giovanni is the 
last notable picture in the room. This is a Madonna and 
Child with four Saints ; above, God the Father ; below, three 
small tomU^ two saints and the Crucifixion. Two other works 
should be mentioned : one a diptych by an unknown master 
in whidi we see S. Pio and S. Andrea on a gold ground; the 
other a triptych, maybe by Bartolo di Fredi, with many scenes 
from the lives of Christ and the Blessed Viigin. 

The great palace of Pienza, the Palazzo Piccolomini, fiiUy 
comparable to any similar building in Florence or Siena, is 
well worth a visit ; its court and loggiatQ are very charming, 
and the hexagonal well there, carved with the arms of Pio, is 
worthy of Rossellino. Within the palace is some magnificent 
old Aimiture and a fairly good collection of fiEmuly portraits, 
among them the only known likeness, I think, of Pio II. 

But the way calls us, and we must pursue it 

As I have said, the inn at Pienza is clean and comfortable, 
the people are courteous and do their best for you, and you 
forget the humility of their arrangements in their real kindli- 
ness. Nothing half so good awaits you at S. Quirico d' Orda 
or at Buonconvento. Indeed, it is not till you have climbed 
to that eagle's nest, Montalcino, that you can lie again like a 
Christian. 

It is a hard da/s journey to go from Pienza vi& S. Quirico 
and Buonconvento to Montalcino, and should only be 
attempted with a pair of horses. He who goes afoot must 
be content to sleep either at S. Quirico or at Buonconvento, 
and I do not know that there is much to dioose between 
them. 

As for the road thither from Pienza, it winds still across the 
hills till you come down into S. Quirico, a little town of one 
long street surrounded by perfect walls, with two. remarkable 
romanesque diurches. 

One of these, the pieve^ dedicated to S. Quirico and 
S. Giulitta is, I suppose, unique in Tuscany, being an almost 
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complete specimen of a romanesque building so far as its 
exterior goes, with a fine bell-tower and three round-arched 
porticoes supported by pillars resting on Uons. One of the 
doorways is in the south transept, another is in the south 
aisle, and the third is the great west doorway in the ^i^de. 
All of them are nobly decorated with sculpture, and date at 
latest from the twelfth century. 

\S^thin the church there is a fine altarpiece by Sano di 
Pietro of the Madonna and Child with S. John Baptist, 
S. Quirico, S. Galgano, and S. John the Evangelist. Above 
is the Resurrection of our Lord, who releases the souls in Pur- 
gatory, while in the predeUa we see tKe Birth, Presentation, 
Marriage, Assumption, and Coronation of the Blessed Virgin. 

S. Quirico d' Orcia, on the high road to Rome from the 
north, was of old, before the coming of the railway, a place 
of some importance. Travellers lunched there after leaving 
Buonconvento, the first stage out of Siena, proceeding thence 
to Radicofani to sleep. It was once known as S. Quirico in 
Osenna, though no one seems able to explain why, and in the 
days of the Hohenstaufen it was the residence of an Imperial 
governor. After it came definitely into the power of Siena 
it was strongly fortified, and these waUs are still happily almost 
perfect. But its greatest boast today is perhaps the Palazzo 
Chigi, a Sienese palace of the seventeenth century, and the 
ruined sixteenth-century park or gardens called the Orti 
LeoninL 



BUONCONVENTO, MONTALCINO, 
AND BADIA S. ANTIMO 

IN S. Quirico we find ourselves once more on the Via 
Frandgena, and it is along that great highway north- 
ward that we shall set out for Buonconvento. The way 
lies at first across the gaunt valley of the Tuomo and then over 
some bare hills down into the Val d' Asso» where, at Tor- 
renieri, we cross the line of railway that joins Asdano 
with Grosseto. 

Torrenieri is nothing but a huddle of houses. We follow 
the road, which climbs out of the valley of the Asso, and, 
crossing the watershed, descends into the valley of the 
Seriate, which it foUows for some distance till it turns into 
the valley of the Ombrone, some three miles south of Buon- 
convento. 

Buonconvento, once the capital of all this region, the first 
post out of Siena on the road to Rome, the camping-place of 
an Emperor, has fallen on evil days. Already flEdling into 
decay, for traffic now follows the railway and knows the 
Via Frandgena no more, its ruin was completed by the 
earthquake of a year ago, which shook it altogether and 
destroyed not a little of what had stood many centuries of 
vrar. It was only during the last month of 1909 that the 
soldiers who had been sent to render assistance to the in- 
habitants in their misfortune departed, and now what is left 

of Buonconvento would scarcely be worth a visit but for the 
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pictures in the Misericordia and in the Opera di SS. Pietio 
and Paolo. 

This small but still beautiful walled town that has just 
suffered so dreadful a visitation was the witness of the great 
tragedy that marked the end of the Middle Age, that brought 
Dante to his knees, and in reality finally disposed of the 
Imperial power in Italy — the death of Henry VII, Dante's 
Emperor. 

That barbarian, of whose nobility we hear so much and see 
so little, descended into Italy in 1310, dreaming of the feudal 
union of Germany and Italy. Nor was he alone in his dream. 
Every disappointed ambition in Italy, noble and ignoble, 
greeted him with feverish enthusiasm. Bitter with lone- 
liness, imprisoned in the adamant of his personality, Dante, 
amid the rocks of the Casentino, hurled his curses at 
Florence, who, with her allies, refused to receive him, or 
in ftct, to call him anything but *' Enemy " and ^German Kii^" 
Hailing Henry as *' the Lamb of God who taketh away the 
sins of the world," Dante urged him to attack Florence, and 
in language at once blasphemous and runagate bade him 
destroy his native city. Henry, who seems to have been less 
intelligent than Dante had hoped, preferred to enter Rome^ 
where he easily won the Ci^itol, but was fiercely opposed by 
King Robert of Naples, the head of the Guelf cause, when 
he tried to reach S. Peter's to win the Imperial crown. The 
Roman people, then certainly a mere rabble, took his part, 
however, and by threats and violence compelled the Bishops 
to crown him in the Lateran on 29 June, 1312. 

Then the Emperor followed Dante's advice, and (Mroceeded 
to lay si^e to Florence. In this he was comf^etely un- 
successful, and after six weeks, in which he never dared 
to make an attack, he raised the siege and set out for 
Poggibonsi, his health already ruined by anxiety and hard- 
ship, and his army, as was always the case both before and 
since, broken and spoiled by the Italian climate. He spent 
the winter and spring between Poggibonsi and Pisa, then, with 
some idea of retrieving all by invading Naples, he set off 
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Boxtthward m August Od the 14th oT the month, the day 
of S. Baitbolomew, he was in BuoncoDTeoto, and there od 
that day he died worn out, or poisoned, as some say, in the 
Communion. 

What that israsion which Dante hailed with so much 
enthusiasm meant to Italy, we may gather from an old 
chronicle in the Communal Libnu^ of Siena, quoted by 
Mr. Heywood in his " Easamples of Fra Fllippo." 

"The said Emperor Heniy of Luxembourg moved his 
camp from Pancole with all his host Thursday, the sixteenth 
day of August, and came burning. And he pitched his camp 
at Stigllano and at Oigia Thursday, the sixteenth day of 



"The Emperor Heniy of Luxembourg moved his camp 
from Stigliano and from Orgia Wednesday, the twenty-second 
day of August, and went burning and pitched his camp the 
said day at the Badia Ardenga and at Buonconvento. 

"Also daring the said Signoria, the Emperor Henry of 
Luxembourg died in camp at BuonconTento, Friday, the 
tweBty.fourth day of August, the day of Saint Bartholomew." 

In these few and simple words we learn all we need know 
of the *' noble " ways of Dante's idol. When be died, either 
from disease or poison, on 34 August, there can have been 
no man in all Southern Tuscany but sang Te Deiim. As for 
Dante, is there a good word for any of the cities of his father- 
land anywhere in all his work ? 

But it was not only in the Middle Age that Buonconvento 
had some fome. All through the Renaissance down to oar 
own day almost it was of international importance as being a 
post aa the great highway to Rome. Tliere all our fathers 
have slept and cnised the bed and the bre aa heartily as some 
of us wiU do. 

To go no fiirthex back dum the early years of the nineteenth 
century, we find evidence of its importance to travellers. 
Even tlie inn was called II Cavallo Imgleu — the Ei^flisb 
Horse — a sore s^ of its fordga fiune. 

A traveller, one of onr own countrywomen, wiitii^ in 1817, 
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just after the close of the Great War, has left us an account of 
the place and what it stood for in the journey to Rome. 

'' . . • Night closed in upon us long before we reached our 
destined place of rest, the wretched osteria of the still more 
wretched village of Buonconvento. Thither, where a weari- 
some pilgrimage of four mortal hours had at last conducted 
us, its half-starved-looking denizens would not admit us into 
the humble pig-sty in which they wallowed themselves, but 
conducted us to a lone, uninhabited house on the other side 
of the way, in which there was not a human being. We ware 
ushered up an old ghastly staircase, along which the wind 
whistled mournfully, into an open hall, the raftered roof of 
which was overhung with cobwebs and the stone floor was 
deep in filth. Four doors entered into this forlorn-looking 
place, two of which led to the chill, dirty, miserable holes 
which were our destined places of repose, and the other two 
to rooms that the people said did not belong to them ; neither 
did they give any very distinct or satisfactory account of who 
might be their tenants— one old woman assuring us they were 
inhabited by ' nessuno^ while the other maintained they were 
occupied by ^galanf uomini,^ 

'' It was miserably cold ; the wind blew about us, and we 
could get no fire. But there was no remedy for these 
grievances, and we resigned ourselves to fate and to bed. 
The two hideous old beldames who had brought us our 
wretched supper had left us for the night, and no human 
being was near us, when we heard the sound of a heavy 
foot on the creaking staircase, and a man wrapped in a 
cloak and armed with a sword and a musket stalked into 
the hall. 

'* He informed us that he had the honour of lodging in the 
house, that he was the only person who had that honour, and 
that he should have the honour of sleeping in the next room 
to ours. 

'' Finding him so courteous, and being aware there was no 
means of getting quit of him, we treated him on our part with 
the utmost civility, perhaps upon the principle that the 
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Indians worship the devil; and, exchanging the salutation 
of * FeUcissima notie^ our whiskered neighbour retreated into 
his apartment, the key of which he had in his pocket. We 
contented ourselves with barricading our doors with the only 
table and chair that our desolate chamber contained ; then in 
uncurtained and uncoverleted wretchedness, upon flock beds, 
the prey of innumerable fleas, and shaking with cold, if not with 
fear, we lay the livelong night ; not even having wherewithal 
to cover us, for the potent smell of the filthy rag which per- 
formed the double duties of blanket and quUt obliged us to 
discard it, and our carriage cloaks were but an inadequate 
defence against the blasts that whistled through the manifold 
chinks of the room." 

Buonconvento to-day, in spite of the earthquake, is by no 
means so poor or so rough a place as it seems to have been 
a hundred years ago, and for its poverty there are many con- 
solations in the way of pictures. 

In the Church of the Misericordia there is a fine picture of 
the Assumption of the Virgin by Pietro di Domenico and a 
predclla of the Life of the Blessed Virgin. But it is the Opera 
di SS. Pietro and Paolo, the ancient pieve in the Borgo di 
Mezzo, where the Palazzo Pubblico and the Palazzo Taj stand, 
that the best pictures are to be found. Here are works by 
Taddeo di Biutolo, by Matteo di Giovanni, by Girolamo 6x 
Benvenuto, by Sano di Pietro, and by Pacchiarotto. The 
Taddeo di Baxtolo is a panel of S. Anthony Abbot and the 
Magdalen. The Matteo di Giovanni stands over the high 
altar, and is a panel of the Madonna and Child. The 
Girolamo di Benvenuto is on the left side of the church; 
it represents the Annunciation with S. Francis and S. Anthony 
Abbot By Sano di Pietro are two works — a triptych of the 
Madonna with S. Catherine and S. Bernardino and a panel 
of the Annunciation. As for Pacchiarotto, his picture is in 
the sacristy, and represents the Madonna and Child with 
S. John Baptist, S. Peter, S. Paul, and S. Sebastian. It 
IS an early work. 

There is not much else in Buonconvento nowadays to cause 
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us to linger there. You, as I did, will soon s^ off westward 
and south on the long climb by Bibbiano and the passage of 
the Ombrone up to Montaldno, the eagle's nest that the 
doves have occupied : and all the way is a scHig. 

No better fate, no more happy destiny can await any 
traveller in Tuscany than that which leads him on a summer 
morning into Montaldno— one of the most lovely, one of 
the most pleasant, and one of the dearest places in a land 
where there is always something to be thankfiil for. Yet, even 
in that ''cara e beata e benedetta Toscana patria d' ogni 
elegania e d' ogni gentil costume, e sede etema di dviltii,'* 
as Leopardi rightly called it, there is but one Montaldno. 
Its perfections are so many and, gathered all tog^her into an 
eerie for eagles, they must truly be unique. First, the place 
is full of girls, and nearly all of them are pretty. Then the 
people are of a sweetness and courtesy that are rare even 
in Italy; then the churches are charming and are full of 
pictures; then the country round about is delidous; and 
last, the inn is a paradise of comfort, wdcome, and good 
living — ^indeed, till you have been to the inn at Montaldno 
you are utterly ignorant of what a country inn in Tuscany 
can be. 

Of the beauty of the women I shall say little, and, indeed, 
nothing ; for in Montaldno they have still some rags of virtue^ 
and I know too well that any excuse is good enough for the 
companies that build electric tramways. Of the courtesy of 
the people I would say much, but can say no more than that 
it reminded me that Montaldno is and always was Sienese, 
rather than Florentine, and that it was here the Rqiublic 
made its last stand : and that, by the way, may have some- 
thing to do with the really incredible beauty of the maidens 
hereabout. Of the diurches and their treasures, as of 
Montaldno itself, I shall say more anon; but of the inn 
I will speak at once out of the fullness of my heart, for 
it is a hostelry in a thousand. 

There is much talk in every guide-book, from Herr Baed^er 
through Murray to Joanne, of hotels — first-lass, lecond-dass, 
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and tolerable, as they say in their curt, tinexpansive way ; but 
what does the ordinary traveller always on the look-out for 
the disgusting luxury of the ** Ritz " or the ** Carlton " or the 
" Waldorf Astoria *^ understand, I should like to know, of inns ? 
Pure nothing. So long as he gets his money's worth of gilded 
and gaudy rooms, of rich food, lifts, electric i^iparatus, and 
other follies, he is content to put up with being a number 
like a convict and with being robbed like any poor devil held 
up on the road. Such places have nothing to say to travellers. 
Let us thank God for it. The inns I know in half a hun- 
dred places in Italy — in S. Gim^nano, for instance, in Castel- 
Fiorentino, in Foligno, in Fivizzano, in Nami, and Volterra«— 
are human places, where you will find friends, a soft bed, 
well-cooked food, a good wine, and a welcome. These places 
should be treasured in the memory and not too easily or 
widely published abroad; for an inn may be spoiled by its 
guests. Nevertheless, for once, out of pure charity and love 
of my feUow-men, I will praise the inn of the Lily (which 
Herr Baedeker calls tolerable) at Montaldno. I will say 
that it is the best I know, that I have been happy there, and 
that there I lived like a king. At night I slept soft and clean, 
I ate well and punctually at the hours I had appointed, I was 
welcomed and I made friends, and from there I issued forth 
to see the magnificent town of Montalcino, tomb of the Sienese 
Republic ; thither again I returned when I would, glad at 
heart, as to my own home. 

You enter it out of the narrow street by a low door that 
brings you straight into a great odoriferous kitchen with an 
open hearth, where there are always many good folk at work 
at their victuals, and where, as I think properly, the host and 
his family dwell. The place is no rat-hole where they stew 
messes in secret, but open to all ; the floor is cold stone and 
you may spill wine upon it and do no hurt, and you may talk 
there with the company and rejoice in your fellow-men. The 
time to see it at its best is about noon on a market-day, when 
it resembles nothing so much as the Italian Chamber during 
a debate ; but for me, I love it most at evening, when the 
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guests are few but rare of their kind, and when, if it be winter, 
you may be cosy by the fire and smoke and talk widi your 
host, who is a travelled man, or with the Farmadsta, who is a 
learned one and a graduate of the University of Rome, or with 
your hostess, who is all for comfort, or widi some ancient 
of the village who remembers everything, or with some be- 
nighted friar whose important day's work has included the 
exorcising of a witch, or with the young men of the village, 
who are full of their ai&irs, or very softly with the daughter 
of the tobacconist, who is all a mother. If you want character, 
here it is ; if you want entertainment, here you may find it ; if 
politics be your hobby, here you may get your fill of them ; 
and if love be your theme, you will hear many astonishing 
things and find an attentive listener. How can I praise jrou 
as I ought, O inn of the lily, or wish you well enough ? May 
you prosper always but not too much, may you ever be full of 
the world about you, may you gather in many strangers but 
not too many, and may S. Cristofiemo see to it that all these 
things come true for you. 

As for the bedrooms of the inn of the lily, they are the 
sweetest and die cleanest in all Tuscany, and every one of 
them — there are but few — has a different and a perfect view. 
One looks, it may be, towards Buonconvento and one towards 
Pienza, but die fiedrest of all looks across die near valleys, over 
the olive gardens to the blue hills and Mont* Amiata, and that 
is the one for me. 

Seeing, then, that all these things are as they are, it is no 
wonder that one finds Montaldno delightfuL And, indeed, 
who could find it anything else ? It clings to the great hills 
high up like the nest of an eagle; it is set above the woods, 
across the olive gardens it looks to the desert, over the vine- 
yards it looks to the hills. 

As for its history, it has much in common widi Monte- 
puldano, for it too was a bone of contention between Florence 
and Siena, but its end was more glorious. For when the 
French on 21 April, 1555, passed out of the City of the 
Virgin by the Porta Romana, there went along widi them, 
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we read, a vast company of the citizens of Siena, who loved 
liberty more than they loved their own city, which they left 
finally ruined in the hands of Charles V. This remnant 
of the old Republic set out with dieir women and children, 
their goods and chattels, upon the long road that leads to 
Montalcino, which they determined to make the last refuge 
of the Sienese Republic. " Uhi cives^ ibi pcUria^ said they, 
and so it was. Among that invincible company were to be 
found many of the noblest in the city — ^Tolomei, Piccolomini, 
Brudini, Spanuocchi. Not all reached that last refuge : some, 
already weak with hunger after the siege, fell by the wayside ; 
but the indomitable remnant marched on with Montluc, 
" toiling along after his troopers down the dusty Roman road, 
the father holding the daughter's hand, the mother carrying 
her baby, going forth into a dreary wilderness because they 
would not submit to the hated Spanish rule." ^ Never in my 
life," said Montluc, " have I seen a parting so piteous. • • . 
At the sight of their misery I could not keep back my tears, 
so great was my sorrow for a people which had shown itself 
willing to give up so much to save its liberty." ' All in vain. 
The '' Republic of Siena in Montalcino '' only lasted for two 
years, and even during that time it was ruled by the French 
commander. In 1559 the Montalcinesi surrendered to Duke 
Cosimo, who then held practically all Tuscany, save the 
territory of Orbetello and the city of Lucca. 

Little remains in Montalcino to remind us of that forlorn 
and heroic hope ; only the old fortress, half in ruins, and even 
there the arms of the Grand-Duke are the most conspicuous 
ornament Yet as one wanders about the city and out on to 
the wild heights above it, with the mighty panorama of moun- 
tain and valley about one, it is really the Republic of Siena 
we remember, that unstable, inefficient but heroic government 
which so surely reflected the character of the Sienese, and which 
here, in this lovely hill town, has found a noble grave on the 
confines of its fatherland. 

« Montluc, *• Commentaries " (Bordeaux, 1592), foL 107*. Quoted by 
L. Douglas, ''History of Siena" (Murray, 1902), p. 262. 
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But history is not alone in having left its memories for as 
to examine, and perhaps to weq> over, in Montaldno. The 
town is full of artistic treasures oi considerable beauty and 
importance. In the Church of S. Agostino), for instance^ 
now under repair, we find the choir to have been entirely 
covered with frescoes by Fredi, fragments of which remain, 
which we shall be able to study to more advantage later when 
a paternal Government has finally uncovered them from white> 
wash. Already something has been done ; the old windows of 
the church, once simple and lovely, have been opened, and 
we may even to-day note the fine rose over the west door 
and the delicious double cloisters. Stored away in these 
cloisters, too, are a picture by Fredi and another by 
Vecchietta. 

Opposite S. Agostino, in the chapel of the Sacro Sacramento, 
on eidier side of the west door, is one of those fourteenth- 
century Annunciations, two great wooden figures, such as we 
have learned to love in Castel-Fiorentino and S. Gimignano; 
and over an altar on the Epistle side oi the chapel stands 
a picture of the Madonna of Mercy, very lovely in a white 
dress, attributed by Mr. Perkins to Tamagni. 

From S. Agostino we pass into die northern part of the 
town to the Church of S. Francesco, where, over the western 
door, is a terra-cotta of the Madonna and Child with S. Peter, 
S. John Baptist and two angels of Robbia ware, and in a 
niche in the south wall a figure of S. Sebastian of the same 
school. The cloisters here, too, are very fine, and from the 
piazza in front of the church a great view of Montaldno opens 
before one over the ancient olives. 

Descending hence into the valley to r^^ die city, we come 
as we climb again to the little Church of S. Croce, where, over 
the sacristy door in the south wall, is a very fine and interest- 
ing picture of the Crucifixion by Girolamo Genga, with the 
influence of Signorelli and Pinturicchio strong upon it. Over 
the high altar stands a picture of the Madonna and Child 
with the two Saints by Beccafumi, a genuine work from the 
master's hand usually called a school piece. 
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The most ddigbtful church of Montaldno, however, is set 
some way outside it on the road to Torrenieri, and there you 
will find what I take to be the finest picture in the city. The 
church belongs to a long since suj^essed Franciscan Convent 
of Osservantiy whose name it bears, and its great treasure is 
the picture of the Assumption by Girolamo di Benvenuto 
over the west door, which reminds one of his fiEUher's 
work at Asdano. Here, too, over the fourth altar, on die 
left, is a picture Of S. Bernardino with two exquisite angels 
by Sano di Pietro, and opposite to it a Pieti by some pupil of 
Sodoma. 

From the Osservanza we have a fine view of the castelio of 
Montaldno, which is certainly worth a visit 

On our way back through die city we pass die Palazzo 
Pubblico, where there is a small picture ^dlery containing 
the ancient treasures of the churches. To take the pictures 
in order: (i) The Madonna and Child in a garden of 
roses with angels, is by Sano di Pietro; (2) The Madonna 
and Child is die masterpiece of Tomm6, a wonderful 
panel, the best thing he ever did; (3) The Nativity is by 
Girolamo di Benvenuto; (4) The Coronadon of the Virgin 
is the masterpiece of Fredi. This is the centre panel only of 
an altarpiece, the rest of which is in the gallery at Siena. 
(S) The Blood of the Redeemer by Girolamo di Benvenuto. 
It is a curious picture. Christ stands supporting the Cross 
between S. Angdo and S. Egidio, the Precious Blood pouring 
from His side over a wafer into a chalice. Above is God the 
Father and four angels. (6) The Deposition. This is part of 
an altarpiece by Bartolo di Fredi, signed and dated, the four 
saints (two panels) high up on the end wall belong to it, as 
do two panels of the Baptism and a scene from the Life of 
S. Philip of Montaldno here. In the background is the 
Cathedral of Siena. (7) High up on the window wall is a 
Madonna and Child with two angels, a fine and interesting 
work by Tomm6. (8) Scenes from the Life of S. Philip of 
Montaldno. These two panels on either side the window 
probably belong to the Deposition altarpiece (No. 6). (9) The 
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Madonna and Child is a spoiled and very wonderful early 
Pacchiarotto, according to Mr. Perkins. Mr. BerensoDi 
however, calls it a Francesco di Giorgio. 

On leaving the delightful little gallery, if you will take my 
advice you will climb up to the/orUzza, where the Republic of 
Siena made its last stand, and so making your way into the 
hills above die city look over the world. It is wild and beau- 
tiful and mysterious enough to be worth all the fatigue of the 
way. Moreover, the road which leaves the city thus by the 
hills will bring you in some eight miles to the forgotten abbey 
of S. Antimo and so to the railway that joins Asdano to 
Grosseto at Mont* Amiata Station. 

The Abbey of S. Antimo was in the Middle Age one of 
the greater Benedictine monasteries in Italy, and indeed it 
was the most formidable ecclesiastical feud in Tuscany, with 
the exceptions of the Badia S. Salvatore in Mont' Amiata and 
the Badia S. Galgano in the Val di Merse. Moreover, it was, 
and still is even in its ruin, one of the best examples in 
Italy of Romanesque architecture, or rather of that kind of 
Romanesque peculiar to the elevendi century. "It is pre- 
cisely in these new ecclesiastical structures," writes Canestrelli 
— ^new, that is, as being the production of a world awakened 
to a new youth by the passing of the millennium which was 
supposed to bring the world to an end — "it is precisely in 
these new ecclesiastical structures that we see the earliest 
examples of that transitional style of architecture which con- 
tinued to develop itself through the eleventh, twelfth, and 
part of the thirteenth centuries, and to which the name of 
Romanesque was justly given because in the world of art its 
development was coeval and corresponded with that of the 
Romance tongues in the world of Literature." Whatever we 
may think of that explanation, we may note that one of die 
most notable features of this new style was the substitution of 
the vaulted stone roofs for the older wooden ones ; now though 
this was of slow growth, b^inning with the covering of the 
aisles when the nave was still roofed with wood, it became at 
last universal, though the mixed style was long used in Italy 
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even in the twelfth century, when it seems the Abbey of 
S. Antimo was built. 

As we see it to-day even, the Church of S. Antimo seems 
to us perhaps the most beautiful interior in Tuscany, though 
the Cathedrals of Pisa and Lucca are maybe more firmly 
established in our hearts. But in any case it is so fine that 
it is worth any trouble to see, and since it lies within an easy 
drive of Montalcino and on the direct road to the railway it 
should on no account be missed The country, too, is wild 
and beautiful to a d^ee we had not thought perhaps Tuscany 
could boast, and all the way Mont* Amiata guards the horizon. 
So lonely and so wide is this stretch of almost unknown upland 
that when in the gathering twilight one sees the few lights even 
of the wretched huts about Mont' Amiata station one feels a 
sort of relief. And for me at least it was with a kindness I had 
never felt before for any railway that I entered the train there 
and returned to Torrenieri.' 

* From Torrenieri it is easy to reach Grosseto, Orbetello, and the towns 
of the Maiemma. I propose to deal with the Maremma in another 
volume. 
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CASTIGLIONE D* ORCIA AND 

RADICOFANI 

FROM Orbetello (should you visit that town on this 
journey) there are two ways by which it is possible 
to return into Tuscany — the one by road, the other by raiL 
The route by road leads through Manciano, once a posses- 
sion of the Abbey of S. Salvatore in Mont* Amiata, with 
its splendid Rocca of the Aldobrandeschi of Sovana, through 
Pitigliano of the Counts of the name, where in the Duomo 
is a fine picture by Cozzarelli of the Madonna and Child 
with S. Peter and S. Francis, painted in 1484, to Aqua- 
pendente and Radicofani in the Via Francigena — ^two days' 
journey by carriage. This wild and beautiful road passes 
through a little-known country to the south of Mont* Amiata, 
crossing the Fiora, the prindpal river of that mountain, just 
beyond Manciano. The easier way by rail will bring you 
back so far as Torrenieri, where a good sort of carriage can 
be hired for the drive along Via Francigena to Radicofani, 
taking Castiglione d' Orda on the way. 

Leaving Torrenieri early in the morning, it is not difficult 
to reach Radicofani by nightfall. The road passes through 
S. Quirico, and so into the wilder country of Val d' Orcia 
between Mont' Amiata and the Cetona mountains with 
Radicofani always before one, rising out of the midst of the 
valley like a haggard boast, threatening but empty. To visit 
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Castiglione d' Orda — and it is very worthy of a visit — ^it is 
necessary to leave the Via Frandgena at the Baths of Vignone 
just where the road crosses the Orda, and to climb die 
steep road on the right into this little forlorn fortress of a town 
which was able so eflfectually to hold the Roman road at the 
mouth of so difficult a pass. 

Castiglione d' Orda was one of die many fortresses in this 
difficult and lonely country in the possession of the Aldo- 
brandeschi of Santfiora. Santa Fiora ' itsdf, their capital and 
almost impregnable fortress, high up On the southern flank of 
Monf Amiata, gave them no control of the Roman road 
which it must have been one of their chief necessities to 
obtain. The great castle oi Radico&ni, which certainly 
hdd it, they were never able to get possession of, for when 
the Abbey of S. Salvatore declined, it was already in the 
hands of Siena and the Holy See. The control of the Via 
Frandgena, which enabled them to rob any caravan that 
came by, and practically to hold up the trade of Siena with 
the Eternal City, was given them by this little fortress of 
Castiglione d' Orda, and, as one might suppose, it was the 
first of their possessions to be wrested from diem by the 
Sienese. In 1250 the Commune of Siena took the autel/o; 
but even then they had not done with it, for twenty years 
after the battle of Montaperto it formed a nest for the Sienese 
fuarusciti^ and was only taken after a si^e of forty days, and 
then by chance. It was not really till April, 1300, that the 
Sienese made themsdves masters of the place, when the 
Counts (rf S. Flora were compdled to renounce for ever their 
dominion in the place, and recdved a payment of 3,000 florins 
in compensation. In 1368, when Siena was ruled by the 
Dodid^t Castiglione came into the hands of the Salimbeni, who 
built there the casUUo whose ruins we now see. Their rule 
lasted till 1418, when the place was once more incorporated 

* For a description and the history of S. Fiora, as for the whole of 
If out' Amkta, see my ** In Unknown Tuscany," with notes by William 
Hcywood (Biethueo, 1909). There a complete histoiy of the AMo- 
biandaachi is given, pp. 139-164. 
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within the dominion of the Republic. Over a hundred yeais 
later, in 1554, the Imperial army was able to enter the place 
widiout encountering any resistance ; by then, doubtless, Uie 
fortress was practically useless. One's chief delight in 
Castiglione d' Orcia to-day is certainly its extraordinary posi- 
tion, but for me at least its wealth of pictures is somethii^ 
by no means to be ignored. The three great churches are 
full of fine things ; even the fieve dedicated to SS. Stefano 
e D^;no, though it has nothing else, possesses a beautiful 
picture of our Lady by Pietro Lorenzetti, that is not only a 
miracle picture, but also a curious and very interesting work 
of art. It is, however, in S. Maria Maddalena, in S. Simeone 
and S. Stefano, that the chief treasures of Castiglione d' Orda 
are hid. 

In S. Maria Maddalena, for instance, there is a magnificent 
panel picture of die Madonna by Lippo Memmi, a thing so 
fair and devout that one might be accounted fortunate to see 
it at the price of a day's journey, y^ in the same church there 
is a delightful, though damaged, work by Vecchietta — the 
Madonna and Child with four Angels. Nor is this all, for in 
S. Simeone not far away there is a fine Madonna of Mercy 
by Bartolo di Fredi, and a splendid panel picture of the 
Madonna and Child by Giovanni di Paola 

Castiglione d* Orcia will not hold you long, however, for the 
glory of the road truly begins only when you have left it 

At first on that wonderful road you pass through Vald' Orda, 
then climbing slowly in the sunset, the beautiful cities begin 
to shine about you — Castiglione d' Orcia that you have just 
left ; Pienza, that lovely vanity ; Montepulciano, like a rose on 
the hills; and before you, between the mountains, the scarped 
ruin of Radicofiemi soars like an eagle over the valley and the 
road to Rome. Nightfall should find you there in the little 
(Mergo under the ruined fortress of Ghino di Tacco. 

Originally belonging to the monks of S. Salvatore in Mont* 
Amiata, Radicofani, the most splendidly situated of all the 
fortresses on the Roman road, was divided in 1253, and half 
the casUUo given by the Abbot to Pope Eugenius III and his 
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successors. Later, the place formed the last fortress of the 
Patrimony of S. Peter, or the last fortress of the Sienese, as 
it happened, for both possessed it, the one after the other, 
during many years. Finally it came to Siena, and later, like 
all the rest of the Sienese castella^ it formed a part of the 
Granducato of Tuscany. 

To-day Radicofani is a little naked village straggling round 
the jagged hill imder the fortress, with three churches, a fine 
clock -tower, many old houses and a beautiful palace, 
evidently the Palazzo del Govemo, now a prison, covered 
with coats of arms ; while without the gates are a Capuchin 
convent, a pretty place enough, among trees too, now 
secularized; and the old Posta, "The Great Duke's Inn," 
where Richard Lassels on his way to Rome in the seventeenth 
century tells us he dined. " From Siena," he says, " we went 
to Bon Convento^ Tomiert\ S. Quirico^ an inconsiderable place 
upon the rode, and so to Radicofano, a strong Castle upon 
a high hill built by Desiderius^ King of the Longobards. This 
is the last place of the Florentine State^ but not the least in 
strength. Dineing here at the Great Duk^s Inn^ at the 
bottom of the hill, we went to lo<^e at Acquapendente^ which 
is some twelve miles off, and the first toune of the Pope's 
State." 

Of the three churches within the walls, S. Antonio beside 
S. Pietro in the little Piazza sopra Mura looking towards 
Rome contains nothing ; but as though to make up for the 
emptiness of his brother, S. Pietro has a wealth of beautiful 
things, the work of the Robbias, whom, as I suppose, the 
Sforza of Santa Fiora brought here, when, as their arms over 
the Palazzo del Govemo go to show, they ruled in the place. 
Entering the church by the western door, over the first altar 
to the right is a statue of S. Catherine made of that humble 
terra-cotta we know so well, and enamelled simply white — a 
touching and lovely piece of work one is surprised to find in 
this lonely place. But then, since all die guide-books have 
ignored Radicofani, as they have ignored Monf Amiata, one 
expects to find nothing tbere^ whereas both Radicofani and 
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Santa Plora are as rich in della Robbia ware as any city in 
Tuscany, save Florence. Here in S. Pietro opposite that 
statue of S. Catherine on die first altar to the left is a lovely 
altarpiece of blue and white with Madonna in the midst, with 
S. John Baptist on one side and S. Antonio of Padua, with 
his pig, on the other. In the right transept b another 
splendid altarpiece of the Crucifixion, with S. Mary Magdalen 
kneeling at the foot of the Cross ; and in the left transept yet 
another, Madonna in the midst, with S. Catherine of Alexandria 
and S. Michael Archangel In the little church of S. Agata, 
in the main street of Radico&ni, we find their work again, 
in the great altarpiece behind the high altar, of Madonna 
between S. Francesco, S. Agata, S. Lorenzo, and S. Cadi^ine. 
On the left wall 6[ the nave, high up in a little cupboard, is 
hidden a curious and tiny model in plaster of Radico&ni 
itself, with Madonna above, protecting it, together with S. 
Agata and S. Emilio. 

How did the Robbia clan come to so far-away a place as 
this? And who were diey of all diose we may name? It 
might seem certain that die Sforza lords of S. Fiora in the 
fifteendi century, as we know, holding RadicodEmi, too^ as 
Podestk brought Andrea della Robbia and his pupils, perh^K 
not only to Santa Fiora, where so much of their work renuuns, 
but to Radicofani also, where in the small but beautiftd 
churches even to-day their work, so ftiU of coolness in the 
summer heats, shines with the country flowers upon the altars 
not less in place than they. 

S. Pietro, too, the parish church, has a treasure less tangible, 
certainly, but perhaps to some (rf us at any rate not less 
precious than its della Robbia ware — a l^[end "of the 
judgement which befell a very great and cruel usurer 6[ 
the town of Radicofoni.*' Fra Filippo tells die tale in his 
" Ensamples.** 

**There was," says he, ^'in the town of Radicofani a 
wretched man ; and albeit he became very old, it might be 
said oi him as saith the proverb: 'Accursed is the child 
of a hundred years old.' All the days of his life this wretched 
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man lent money upon usury, and never had he any sickness. 
And although he had many vices, especially was he covetous 
and avaricious and cruel, and an enemy of the poor, in far 
greater measure than the devil had known how to make him ; 
and rather would he that the victuals and other things which 
at any time remained over in his house should be flung away 
than that they should be given to the poor; and never was he 
seen to give alms, nor was he willing that any should be given 
in his house. Now when his accursed days were ended, he 
was smitten suddenly with an apoplexy ; wherefore they laid 
him upon his bed. Afterward two young men were sent for 
a venerable physician of very holy life, who was a native of 
the town and dwelt therein. And this befell between two and 
three hours after nightfall And when the physician had 
departed from his house toward the house of the sick man, 
and had gone half way thither, albeit the weadier was dear 
and calm, and the heaven was full of stars, and no cloud was 
to be seen in the sky, yet there came a passing great thunder- 
ing and lightening so that all men were astonied ; and, when 
he had reached the door of die house, there followed another 
thunder clap with lightning twice as great as at the first, and, 
in like manner, all men were stimned thereby. And afterward, 
when he had entered the courtyard, and would have gone into 
the chamber of die wretched sick man, there came a third 
flash of lightning with a thundering so horrible that it stunned 
whomsoever was in the chamber; and the physician and those 
who were with him in the house fell to the ground, and all 
the windows of the chamber where the sick man lay were 
broken and burst open, and all the lights which were in the 
house were put out; and they remained prostrate upon the 
ground for the space of a quarter of an hour or more ; and so 
terrified were they that none of them dared to raise himself 
up. Afterward, at the last, they lighted a lamp and went to 
the sick man and found him dead. And thus the devil carried 
away his soul. 

'* Now, when I had already written the aforesaid ensample 
divers times, according as it had been told me by the son of 
s 
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the said phyrician, I afterward heard it firom the lipt of the 
physician himself, the which was a man of credit, at least 
ninety years old, of holy life, and a passing venerable person. 
He told me that there came on a sudden so great rain and 
hail and tempest that it seemed that all the town must be 
swallowed up ; and all the house trembled, and all the tiles 
of the roof thereof were beaten together ; and whoever was in 
the chamber swooned away, and, in the morning, all along the 
road which led from the house of the dead usurer out of 
RadicofiEmi, for seven miles, the ground was covered widi 
toads. Aiid on one side of the road, and on the other, the 
trees and vines and thickets were all brcdcen and splintered. 
And neither before nor after in that mountain of Radico^Emi 
was there ever seen a single toad. Moreover, the physician 
told me that die priest of the town buried that usurer in the 
church for money; wherefore afterward, in the night-time, 
there were heard such knoddngs and such tempest and 
clamour in the church, that no man in all the town might 
sleep therefrom. Wherefore in die morning, the people oi 
die town hastened to the church and dug up that wr^cbed 
body, and buried it without the town in the most base and 
shameful place that they could find." 

It is, however, to a more admirable villain that our 
thoughts continually turn, as we look up to the Rocca, that 
strange, fierce, almost grotesque fortress, ruined now, which 
under rain or sun dominates the whole village, and hangs 
there in the sky like some threatening stemma, some fantastic 
coat of arms. The country folk tell you that Ghino di Tacco 
still haunts the valley of the Paglia, and here in his own 
mountain, certainly, the remembrance of the man whose 
victim Dante met in Purgatory is never very far away : — 

"Quivi era l'Aretin» che dalle biacda 
Fiere di Ghin di Tacco ebbe la morte." 

(Canto vi 13-14.) 

But little, doubtless, remains of the fortress Ghino built on 
that mountain-top, whose scarped height overlooks not only 
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the valley of Paglia and the road to Rome, but the valley ot 
Orcia, and the way to Siena, the pass over Cetona, too, and 
the roads to Chiusi and Umbria. As you climb to-day up 
that rough, steep way, among the stones to where, sailing high 
in air, the ruined castle still leers across die world, it is 
the remnants of the Sienese and Papal stronghold you pass, 
and yet it is certainly not of them you are thinking, but of the 
cruel exploits of that ruined gentleman, turned highwayman, 
who slew Benincasa to avenge his Cather, and captur^ the 
Abbot of Qigni, and won thereby peace for a little, but 
fell at last under the daggers, perhaps of the Counts of Santa 
Flora, who hated him, and whom he hated. 

Ghino di Tacco is a characteristic figure of his time* 
There must have been many such in Italy when the SignorotH^ 
having acquired their lordships rather than conquered diem, as 
Aquarone insists, and the opportunity for any personal enter- 
prise of the sort having passed away, many a patrician found 
himself almost starving and at the mercy of the crowd in the 
city where he lived or had taken refuge. This seems to have 
been Ghino's case. There are many theories of his birth, but 
Aquarone, following Tommasi in this, comes to the conclusion 
that he was die son of Tacco Monaceschi de' Pecorai da 
Torrita. However this may be, Ghino was brought up as a 
boy to a wild and violent life till his family, his father, his 
brother Turino, and himself, " disgusted with the Republic " 
as Gigli sa3rs, were cacciata di Siena^ expelled from Siena, 
Boccaccio tells us, one day in 1279. They became robbers, 
haunting the way between Siena and Asinalunga, till one day 
Siena thought fit to attend to them widi a force some six 
hundred strong. They occupied Torrita. One day when 
Ghino was away on the road, Tacco his fiather, and Turino 
his brother were taken by the Sienese and imprisoned in 
Siena, and later tried before Messer Benincasa di Laterina, in 
the Aretino, Vicar of the Podestk. They were hanged; but 
Ghino was free, and, as Aquarone puts it, while he was at 
large "the air of Siena no longer suited Messer Benincasa.'' 
So he soi^t some other business, elsewhere, and having no 
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little reputation in jurisprudence^ he became Auditor Papa 
and went to Rome. Even there, as it proved, he was not 
safe. Ghino was not to be denied. He had often looked up 
to the height of Radicofoni as he lurked in the valley, perhaps 
often hidden there to spy out his prey, on a summer evening, 
when the stars shine like jewels in a monstrance round that 
spotless Host the moon. So, tired of robbing on the road as 
a common highwayman, and hoping to make himself still a 
lord, he determined to secure himself in that place. Nor was 
it long before it happened so, for with him to think was to 
act. And once established there like a bird of prey, he sat all 
day looking towards Rome. It was perhaps dawn when he 
set out with " some four hundred of his brigands," as Gigli 
says, all on swift horses, heartily ready. Through that dawn 
and the day and the night they rode to Rome. They sur- 
prised a gate and held it. Then Ghino, with a few followers, 
rode through the city on to the Capitol, where he knew he 
would find Benincasa about his business. There indeed, " in 
an upper room at audience," he found him, killed him on the 
very judgment-seat, and taking his head, came away without 
hindrance. And re-mounting his horse, he rode in the midst 
of his few followers through the city, leaving it by the same 
gate through which he had come in, and so back to Radicofani, 
that he was then able to call his own. 

Now it was with something of the same persistent violence, 
less sinister, but not less fearless, that the enemy of God, the 
Pope, and the Counts of Santa Fiora made his peace with 
Boniface VIII, as Boccaccio tells us, yet he came to die at 
last like a gentleman truly, and a lord, at bay, fighting, 
stabbed by a hundred wounds. 

*' Ghino di Tacco," Boccaccio tells us in Elisa's story from 
the second novel on the last day of the Decameron — " Ghino 
di Tacco, a man bodi for his boldness and for his robberies 
sufficiently famous, being banished from Siena, and at enmity 
with the Counts of Santa Fiora, caused Radicofani to revolt 
from the rule of the Church of Rome, and establishing 
himself there, he and his band robbed throughout the 
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neighbourhood. Now Boniface VIII being Pope in Rome, 
the Abbot of Cligni came to Court, and he was believed to 
be one of the richest Prelates in the world. His stay at 
Court having somewhat injured his digestion, he was advised 
by the doctors to go to the Baths of Siena, where he would be 
cured without a doubt. Obtaining leave from the Pope, 
without caring for the fame of Ghino, he set out on his 
road with much pomp of harness and baggage, with many 
horses and a whole retinue of servants. Ghino di Tacco, 
hearing of his coming, set his snares, and without losing the 
meanest stable-boy, in a narrow place captured the Abbot, 
with all his household and his possessions. This done, he 
sent, well accompanied, to the Abbot one of the wiliest of his 
men, who on his behalf told him very politely that he must be 
pleased to dismount and to visit Ghino in the Castello. 
When the Abbot heard this he was furious, and replied that 
he wanted for nothing, that one like himself had nothing to 
do with Ghino ; but that he would continue on his way, and 
he would like to see who would stop him. To whom the 
Ambassador, speaking humbly, said : ' Messere, you are come 
to a part where, save for the power of God, nothing makes us 
afraid, and where excommunications and interdicts are them- 
selves excommunicated ; and therefore it would be better to 
satisfy Ghino in this.' During this conversation the place had 
already been surrounded by brigands, so that the Abbot, 
seeing himself and those with him prisoners, very scornfully 
followed the Ambassador towards the Castello, and there went 
along with him all his people and all his harness. Dis- 
mounting there, as Ghino wished, he was placed all alone 
in a small room of the palace, rather dark and inconvenient, 
and all his household, each according to his quality, was well 
lodged, and as for the horses and the baggage, they were taken 
good care of, no one touching anything. Later Ghino himself 
went to the Abbot and said to him : * Messere Ghino, whose 
guest you are, sends prajring you to be pleased to tell him 
where you are going, and on what occasion.' The Abbot, 
who, like a wise man, had akeady abated some of his haughti- 
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ness, told him where he was going, and why. When Ghino 
heard this, he went off, determined to cure him withoat any 
baths. Haying ordered a great fire to be kept constantly 
burning in the Abbot's room, which was small, he did not 
re-visit him till the next morning, and then in the whitest 
napkin he brought him two slices of bread, toasted, and a 
great cup of vemacda da Comiglia, the Abbot* s own, and 
said to him: 'Messere, when Ghino was very young he 
studied in medicine, and he says that there will never be a 
better medicine for your complaint than that he will give 
you, of which these things which I bring are the beginning ; 
and therefore partake of them and be comforted.' The 
Abbot, who had rather eat than be witty, though still with 
a certain disdain, ate the bread and drank the vemacda; 
then he began to say many things, a little haughtily, asking 
many things and advbing many things, and especially he 
demanded that he might see Ghino himself. Hearing this, 
Ghino took no notice of much that he said, answered 
courteously the rest, and declaring that Ghino would visit 
him very soon, departed, only returning on the following 
day again with toasted bread and vemacda ; and so he did 
many dajrs, till he found the Abbot had eaten some dried 
beans which he had purposely carried and left there ; then on 
behalf of Ghino he asked the Abbot how he was. The 
Abbot replied: 'It appears to me that I should be well 
enough if I were out of his hands; after that I should 
have no greater desire than to eat, so thoroughly have his 
remedies cured me.' 

''Ghino then had a beautiful room prepared with the Abbof s 
own belongings, and caused a fine banquet to be set out, to 
which, with many men of the Castello, were invited all the 
household of the Abbot The following morning he went to 
him and said : ' Messere, since you feel well, it is time you 
should quit this infirmary.' Then taking him by the hand, he 
led him into the room he had prepared; and leaving him 
there with his own people he went off to make sure the 
banquet should be magnificent The Abbot amused himself 
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a little with his people, and gave them an account of his life, 
while they, on the other hand, told him how surpassing well 
they had been entertained by Ghino. But the hour for dining 
was come; the Abbot and the others were nobly entertained 
with excellent food and wines, though Ghino did not even 
then declare himself. When the Abbot had been treated in 
this fashion for some days, Ghino, having made them put all 
his goods into a great room, and all his horses, even to the 
last pony, into a court under it, went to the Abbot and asked 
him how he felt, and whether he thought himself well enough 
to go on horseback. And the Abbot replied that he felt well 
enough, and was indeed thoroughly cured, and that he would 
be perfectly well if he could only get out of Ghino's hands. 
Then Ghino brought him into the room where were all his 
goods and all his whole household, and causing him to look 
from a window at all his horses, he said : * Messere Abate, you 
ought to know that it is not wickedness of heart which has 
caused Ghino di Tacco— for I am he — to become a highway 
robber and an enemy of the Court of Rome, but rather his 
position as a gentleman, driven from his own house, and the 
necessity to defend his life and nobility against many power- 
ful enemies; but you appear to be an honourable lord, and as I 
have cured you of your illness, I do not intend to treat you as 
I should another who should £Edl into my hands, taking from 
him what might please me. On the contrary, I intend that, 
having considered my necessities, you should give me what you 
think is owing. Here is all that is yours : from that window 
yoa see your horses in the courtyard; take, therefore, either a 
part or the whole as it shall please you ; from this hour you 
may go or stay, as you wilL 

** The Abbot, astonished to hear such generous words from a 
highwayman, being much delighted, felt his anger imd disdain 
suddenly diraolve into kindness, and in his heart grew a wish 
to become Ghino's friend. Running to him to embrace him, 
he said : ' I swear to God that to gain the friendship of such a 
one as I take you to be, I might well suffer a deeper injury 
than you have inflicted on me here. Cursed be the evil 
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fortune which has led you to such a damnable life as this I ' 
Then taking only a few necessities and some of his horses, he 
left the rest to Ghino, and returned to Rome. 

" Now the Pope had heard of the Abbof s capture, and bad 
been much distressed by it. When he saw him he asked him 
if the baths had benefited him ; to which the Abbot smilingly 
answered : ' Holy Father, I found, before arriving at the baths, 
a physician who has thoroughly cured me.' Then he told him 
the story, and urged thereto by his generosity, asked a fovour. 
The Pope, imagining that he would ask some other thin^ 
freely granted him what he would ask. ' Holy Father,' said 
the Abbot, ' what I wish of you is, that you give a free pardon 
to Ghino di Tacco, my doctor, because, among all estimable 
people I have met, he is the most worthy, and the harm he 
does is to be imputed rather to bad fortune than to an evil 
heart ; change, then, this bad fortune by giving him something 
from which he can live according to his position, and I do not 
doubt but that in a little time he will pay you as he has paid 
me.' Hearing this the Pope, who had a great soul and loved 
valiant men, said he would do it willingly if, indeed, it was as 
he said. With this promise, Ghino came to Court, where the 
Pope, soon convinced of his worth and reconciled to him, gave 
him a great priory with a hospital, and made a knight of him. 
There he remained the friend and servant of Holy Church and 
of the Abbot of Cligni as long as he lived." 

Thus far Boccaccio, but Benvenuto da Imola tells us that the 
Pope created him Cavaliere di S. Giovanni, and that in his 
benefice he maintained splendida vifa. As Knight of S. John, 
and the Pope's very good friend, he doubtless found it easier 
to deal with the Sienese Republic. Later Benvenuto tells us he 
retired to Fratta, perhaps his native village, a castello between 
Torrita and Sinalunga in Val di Chiana. However that may 
be, not long after his son Dino became Archbishop of Pisa. 
The Counts of Santa-Fiora, however, would not pardon him 
nor give him peace. As great robbers as himself, it may be 
they resented his success, and especially his peace with the 
Church. One day as he went about in Sinalunga he was set 
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upon by a number of armed men, Benvenuto tells us, and 
bravely defending himself, but in vain, he fell, pierced by a 
thousand wounds. 

So much for Ghino. But though his ghost truly haunts, 
as I know, those terrible ruins above Radicofani, it is hardly 
that fact which will interest the ordinary traveller who has in 
the sweat of his brow climbed so feu- in the spring or autumn 
sunshine to see something more than an old ruin, howsoever 
bizarre and wonderful. And he is right. The great thing to 
be had at Radicofani is the view — such a view as I think you 
may find nowhere else in all Tuscany, so wide it is, so majestic, 
and so beautiful. Let us remind ourselves of it Across the 
deep and bitter ravine to the west rises Mont* Amiata, an 
incredibly great and lovely thing, with Abbadia S. Salvatore just 
visible on the verge of the woods. To the north lies the 
Senese with its shining cities, with Siena itself visible at 
evening on the skirts of the farthest hills. To the east lies the 
splendid range of Cetona with its tiny scattered villages and 
lofty, sweeping outline, shutting out Umbria and her hills. And 
to the south? To the south lies the whole breadth of the 
Patrimony. No one who has once looked southward fit>m 
Radicofani is ever likely to forget what he has seen. It is 
one of the great vistas of the world. It almost gives you 
Rome. Evening is the hour when that world stretched for 
your joy at your feet is most lovely, and strangely enough 
most visible, for in the heat of the day a veil of mist hides it 
from the boldest eyes. But at night, when Car and Car away 
across the Umbrian hills, like a horn of pallid gold, like a silver 
sickle for some precious harvest, the moon hangs over the 
world, then little by little in her light that world at your feet 
becomes visible, at first never so faintly, as though still hidden 
in some impalpable but lovely veil. To the far right, to the 
south of the Mountain, Castellazzara hangs over the precipice 
of Monte Civitella, like the nest of an eagle. Dimly in the 
lovely obscurity S. Casciano rises behind Celle on the flanks 
€^ Monte Cetona. Somewhere lost in the southern valleys 
Piceno is hidden among the vines, Acquapendente behind 
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her fimtastic rocks. They in truth are rather fdt than seen, 
only fieur away Lago di Bolesna shines like a jewel, Monte 
Cimino rises like a ghost beside Monte Venere, eternally 
separated the one from the other by the fiednt line of hills 
like a bow, against which Montefiascone rises like a lovely 
thought in the unbreakable silence, the papal city of Viterbo 
lies like a white rose. And last of all in the farthest distance 
Monte Soracte, the holy mountain, guards the desert of the 
Campagna and the immortal thing which it has brought forth 
— the City of Rome. 



XXIII 
SARTEANO, CETONA, AND CHIUSI 

THE road from Radicofani for Chiusi runs north-east quite 
round Ghino's stronghold across the upper valley of 
the Orda, and after passmg under the shadow of Monte 
Cetona it crosses that beautiful range of great hills and comes 
once more, though still at some height, into the Chiana 
▼alley at the quiet and beautiful little town of Sarteano. The 
views all the way, and especially after crossing the shoulder of 
Cetona, are of an extraordinary loveliness. Far away stand 
the hills of Umbria, the great snow-capped mountains of the 
Central Apennines. Nearer, across the Chiana valley on the 
lower skirts of the great bastions that support the central ranges 
lie innumerable little shining cities, among them Cortona, 
Castiglione Fiorentino, Passignano, and Magione. Nearer 
still, on their separate hill-tops, where they stand like statues 
on their pedestals, are Montepuldano, Pienza, Chiusi, and 
Citt^ della Pieve, while on this side the valley at our feet lie 
Sarteano, Cetona, and an endless array of villi^ges. 

One writes down these beautiful names, one repeats them to 
oneself, but when that is done, what has been accomplished ? 
Nothii^ or very little. Who can describe that world of hill 
and valley so hi^ily peopled with all that is most precious in 
the world ? Who may rightly speak of the sky that covers so 
softly this world in which we may find all our dreams ? Who 
can conjure up its sunshine or express the glory of its colouring, 
its majesty and tenderness? To write of such a thing is to 
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understand the impotence of words in our dealings with 
Nature or with God. Out of the fulUiess of the heart the 
mouth speaketh, but in vain to those who have never seen 
the sun, or for whom the sky is always as far off as it is in 
England. 

Sarteano lies in a cup of the hills under an ancient castle 
some five miles from Chiusi, and some fifteen from Radicofani. 
It is a populous little town with two parochial churches, one of 
which, SS. Lorenzo e Apollinare, is the CoU^iata. Sarteano 
has been a fortified place at least since the eleventh century, 
when it was in the power of certain Orvietan Counts, who, 
according to Repetti, came of a branch of the Conti Senesi 
della Berardenga and della Scialenga, so omnipotent, as we 
have seen, between Ascianoand Montepuldano. About 1255 
the Counts called Manenti, who held Sarteano, submitted to 
the Commune of Siena ; but in 1264, when Charles of Anjou 
was in Rome, they rebelled and renewed their alliance with the 
Guelfs of Orvieto. Therefore the Sienese sent an expedition 
in the very next year to bring them to reason. 

Nevertheless the Counts continued to hold Sarteano till the 
middle of the fourteenth century as feudatories of Siena, for 
they were a useful and a warlike race. They seem to have 
been ready to serve any master for the sake of war, and their 
almost artistic joy in the work they could do so well seems to 
be shown in the fact that they fought equally for Siena and for 
Florence. Such was the Count Manenti who, in 1292, with 
the title of Contestabile, led an army against Pisa for the 
Florentines, and such were his descendants who in 1325 
officered the Guelf League in Val di Nievole against Cas- 
truccio Castracane, the greatest soldier of his time. Their 
valour seems to have filled ^even their doubtful descendants, 
for in 1339 we see a certain Neroccio, a natural son of one of 
the Counts, fighting in the Florentine army, and in 1344 a 
certain Count Manfredi held Pescia for the same Republic, 
while as late as 1353 one of them at the head of a Florentine 
expedition seized the territory of Cetona. They were a race, 
of soldiers, and that they lasted so well might seem to prove 
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that their rule in Sarteano had some virtue, and what we know 
of the liberties of the town confirms ais in coming to such a 
conclusion. Indeed, in the fourteenth century little but the 
name of Conte seems to have remained to them of their ancient 
power. It seems, then, that already in the fourteenth century 
the people of Sarteano were free : they appear to have remained 
so till, at the beginning of the fifteenth century, by a conven- 
tion of that year, they came into the dominion of Siena: 
thereafter they paid tribute, and their story does not difiier 
much from that of Ludgnano. After 1401 they were com- 
pelled to elect a Sienese as Potest^ every six months, and to 
pay him a salary of a thousand lire^ as well as, among other 
things, to deliver up their castello to a castellano^ elected every 
six months by the Commune of Siena, to make peace or war 
as that Commune should direct, and to hold as friends or 
enemies those whom she should choose, to offer Siena in the 
month of August a paUo of scarlet of the value of 25 gold 
florins, and this for twelve years. The convention was 
renewed all through the fifteenth century, and thus Sarteano 
came into the Sienese dominion, as perhaps its most for- 
midable fortress on the south-east frontier. In 1556 its fate 
was the same as that of its sisters, and its history closes when 
it entered the dominion of Cosimo I. 

Charming as Sarteano is, with its old fortress and quiet 
country churches, it is to be loved not alone for its outward 
beauty, but for the treasures it hides. In the Villa Bargagli 
is a collection of Etruscan antiquities of no great fame or 
interest. In the Collegiata, rebuilt, alas ! in 1723, there is a 
fine picture of the Annunciation by Pacchia, while in S.^Mar- 
tino there is another picture of the same subject painted in 
1546. In the Misericordia Church, too, there is a work by 
Benvenuto di Giovanni, a picture representing S. Bernardino 
of Siena and S. Antony of Padua. Nor is this all, for Signor 
Sestilio Bami has a fine altarpiece by Andrea di Niccolb, a 
pupil perhaps of Matteo di Giovanni, an artist, too, who came 
under the influence of Nerocdo. There we see the Madonna 
and Child with S. Roch and S. Sebastian, and a predelia of 
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small scenes 'from the life of S. Roch, who was especially 
venerated in Sarteano. 

Sarteano lies but five mHes from Chiusi by the direct road, 
but it is pleasanter to proceed thither, I think, by Cetona. 
The way lies south and east across the hills from Sarteano 
— a distance of not more than three miles. Almost at our 
setting out we pass the Madonna di Belriguardo, an ancient 
public oratory of Sarteano, and then, descending the hills, we 
presently come into the little town of Cetona, looking directly 
across the wide Chiana valley to Cittk della Pieve in Umbria. 

Cetona is a languid little place lying in the shadow of its 
great ruined castello^ which crowns one of the last eastern 
spurs of the Cetona range. And just as at Lucignano we 
found a fortress of the Sienese guarding her confines where 
they ran with those of Arezzo and Florence, just as Radico^Euii 
was the last Rocca of Siena southward on the range of the 
Patrimony, so here at Cetona we see the last castle of Si^ui 
on the confines of the territory of Orvieto and Perugia, that 
made a part of the Papal States. Its business, according to 
Siena, was to hold the fix>ntier on her behalf. This can never 
have been a very comfortable business in the thirteenth, four- 
teenth, and fifteenth centuries, when war was always about to 
break out, and raids and private expeditions were of daily 
occurrence. All these little frontier towns were continually 
changing hands, and we may believe that their policy was 
perforce something like that of the rival condottUri^ who pre- 
ferred war in much the same way as a learned man might 
prefer philosophy, and often with much less disastrous results. 

Cetona must have known a hundred masters. What she 
was (mginally, how she rose, who called her into bdng, we 
know not Many have given her an origin as ancient as that 
of Chiusi, and they may be right, but we have nothing to 
support any such theory. Indeed, we are quite ignorant of 
Cetona till, in 1264, by a convention between Siena and the 
troops of Manfred, in the command of Conte Guido Morello, 
his vicar in Tuscany against the Orvietans, the Conte was 
given leave to recover among other places both Sarteano and 
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Cetona. That might seem to suggest that the Sienese had 
already certain rights in Cetona which might be "recovered "; 
but who can decide at this time of day as to the grounds of 
the claims of Siena over this small place ? 

It would be tedious to go into all the changes of fortune 
Cetona experienced during the next two centuries ; sometimes 
she was held by the Sienese, sometimes by the Orvietans. 
She lay at the mercy of Albomoz in 1365, and in 1367 gave 
herself freely to Urban V, but in 1375 she was handed over 
to the Emperor, who gave her in feud to the Counts of 
Cervara, who held her till 1418, when Bracdo da Montone, 
after defeating Carlo Malatesta of Rimini, general of the 
Perugians, took Cetona from them, destroyed the casteUo^ and 
made the place over to the Sienese. Then, in 1455, came 
Jacopo di Niccolb Piocinino, the condottiere and adventurer, 
who took the place, and set up there Pucdno de' Puccini of 
Perugia, but the Sienese threw him out, and in 1458 rebuilt 
the fortress. 

Cetona had felt every great movement of the fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries, nor did she escape the disasters 
of the sixteenth. Both Duke Valentino, Cesare Borgia, and 
Francesco Maria della Rovere, Duke of Urbino, took her and 
departed on their way, the one to turn out Pandolfo Petrucd, 
Uie other to reinstate the fuorisciti in Siena. At that time the 
Cetonesi seem to have been faithful to Siena, nor was the 
Republic ungrateful. Thus encouraged, they proved to be 
Uie last town to forgo allegiance when the government of the 
Republic retired to Montalcino. They were overcome, how- 
ever, by Mario Sfcnrza of Santa Flora in January, 1556, and 
forced to enter the dominion of Cosimo I. 

The ancient roua of Cetona, which has thus seen the idiole 
history of Italy clang by up and do?m the valley of the Chiana, 
was in 1650 restored and made habitable, and has for long 
been in the possession of the Terrosi family, who have turned 
it into a delicious casino^ whence one overlooks the whole Val 
di Chiana. The town or village beneath it is still surrounded 
by an old wall with three gates, one of them leading to the 
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racca. The finest building in the town, apart bom the churches, 
is the Palazzo Terrosi, with its delightful bouhetH and gardens 
and grotto of stalactites, which, by the kindness of the fieunily, 
one is permitted to visit, together with a small collection of 
antiquities brought together there. None of the churches — 
the Collegiata, just within the castello^ S. Angelo the Pieve, 
S. Maria in Belvedere — ^has much to show us; but in S. 
Francesco^ just outside the town, there are three Sienese pic- 
tures of some importance. Over the high altar there is a small 
picture of the Madonna by Sano di Pietro, and in the chapel 
of S. Egidio a Madonna and two Saints by Matteo Balducd, 
the pupil of Pacchiarotto and the imitator of Pintoricchio, 
while in the cloister there is a fresco of the Madonna enthroned 
by Benvenuto di Giovanni. 

The road from Cetona to Chiusi is as pleasant as any in the 
world, descending first into the little valley of the Astrone, 
and then dividing into two wajrs, either of which will bring you 
at last to Chiusi, for the way to the right turns into the great 
valley, and you soon find yourself at Chiusi station, whence it 
is a walk of half an hour up into the city ; the other crosses 
the hills by Poggio Montotto, and brings you out at last on the 
direct way from Sarteano, not a mile outside the city. It is 
this latter way I prefer, because it aflfords the better view ; by 
it, it is, I suppose, she miles from Cetona to Chiusi. 

Nothing, I suppose, can well be more venerable than 
Chiusi, and as for the beautiful view you see thence, men 
must have loved it for some thousands of years. To the right 
rises Monte Cetona, like a vast pyramid shining in the sun, 
while to the left Cittk della Pieve hides among the woods of 
its dear hills. Between, the valley opens north and south, the 
wide and fruitful valley of the Chiana, through a sweet and 
quiet world of villages and homesteads and sweetly breaking 
hills. How sofUy the evening faUs there, and how wonderful 
is the light over hill and valley and mountain I It is easy to tell 
one is here on the verge of Umbria ; one has but to go down 
mto the valley, and in something less than a hundred yards 
one finds oneself in that mysterious country, "dim with 
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vallejrs," which Perugino, the landscape painter, has shown 
us in all his pictures. Well, Chiusi is, and has always been, 
the Mecca of the archseologist, yet I am sure he never found 
anything there half so lovely, half so consoling as that view 
over the valley and the light on the for hills. And whatever 
Chmsi may be or may come to be for the world, a vast 
Etruscan Necropolis or a huge factory town and railway 
terminus — God knows what they may make of her in the 
years to come — for me she will ever remain what she was 
to me in those two brief days in which I sat like a lord 
in the Leone d' Oro, and, like my fathers before me, 
washed my good goafs cheese down with Montepuldano 
and smoked sigari on the doorstep as I watched the 
evening procession of the maidens and the beautiful ladies, 
who there, as in every other Italian town and village, take 
their constitutional after the work of the day. Chiusi is 
merely the best and loveliest of places in Tuscany because you 
may look from it as from a window on Umbria. It is a place 
from which you may overlook grey olives and green vineyards 
and golden com,and beyond a fairy lake, and beyond the hills 
and then the mountains. I could watch just that for ever. I 
did my best ^ They came to me and spoke of Etruscan tombs, 
they told me of an Etruscan Museum. They were right, there 
are Etruscan tombs at Chiusi — even Herr Baedeker says some- 
thing of them — ^there is an Etruscan Museum — Herr Baedeker 
— ah, these Germans ! — calls it interesting. But what have I 
to do with the Etruscans or the Etruscans with me? My 
world, the world I love, lies before my eyes. May I not look 
at it and enjoy it a little before it is taken away from me or 
spoiled for ever by some fool who wants to make money and 
benefit his country, as they say, by making it miserable and 
wretched? 

By the Holy Thorn of Glastonbury — that, too, they almost 
destroyed — ^what are the Etruscans to me, or, I might ask, 
Signora the reader, to you either for that matter ? What do 
you know about them ? What is there to know ? Can you 
read their language that you should be so eager for inscrip- 
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tioQS, or are you a bodT-snatcher or an antiquariaii tfiat yon 
should make so much of a few tombs? All there is to know 
about Chiusi in the way of history, in the way of Etruscan 
history, can be put into half a dosen or so fine words — 

'' Lus Porsenna of Qnsiixm, 
By the Nine Gods he swore 
That the great house of Tarqnin 
Should suffer wrong no more." ' 

I have known that ever since I knew anything* Why all 
this pother about it now ? This is the place — yes. Now let 
us return to the world, now that the evening . . . 

If (he ivory car of Lars Porsenna were in the Museum, or, 

better still, in his tomb, I would certainly go to see it Perhaps 

you did not know that he had an ivory car ? Oh, but be had, 

and he took it to Rome too. Doubtless it was utterly lost in 

the rout. 

« Fast hy the royal standard, 
O'erlooking aU the war, 
Lars Porsenna of Qnsium 
Sat fai his iTory car." 

Now the disastrous action of Lars Porsenna on behalf of 
Tarquinius Superbus, in the course of which (alse Sextus 
hoped to see brave Horatius drowned in the Tiber and was 
bitterly disappointed, is all the Etruscan history I know or 
ever want to know. All the rest is hearsay, and dull hearsay 
at that I know nothing of the Etruscan League, save that it 
was composed of twelve cities. Get it out of Dennis or the 
guide-book. 

I return to the evening in the valley. To the north-east 
one can see Cortona like some city of marble on the flank of 
those mysterious hills : 

** Through com and vines and flowers, 
Fh>m where Cortona lifts to heaven 
Her diadem of towers." 

How absurd that isl It is always the same if one b^ins 
listening to jmy of this Etruscan speculatioiu It is pure 

' (y. also MdM z, 167* 
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invention, and so is that. Macaulay must have written of 
CoTtonsL as he wrote the ** History of England," without any 
regard for the truth. It was not an age of documents, but one 
expected honesty. Now Macaulay can never have seen Cor- 
tona. Cortona never did and never shall lift to heaven '' her 
diadem of towers." She lies on a hill-side with a vast back- 
ground of mountains, that always and from every point of view 
seem to overwhelm and to threaten her. She crouches there 
like a white dove. Not that I mind Macaulay and his absurdi- 
ties. The phrase is a good phrase — the lines are good lines — 
even now, when I have been in Cortona a hundred times, I 
have only to go away and to shut my eyes, and there she is, 
thank God, just as she used to be when I was a diild, crown- 
ing the top of an incredible eyrie, and lifting to heaven ** her 
diadem of towers." No, Macaulay is nothing to me — for I 
know that he is damned like all the Whigs — especially the 
Whig historians— damned past all hope of redemption. But 
iHiile you reprobate Macaulay in the matter of Cortona, yon 
expect me to discourse about Etruscan Clusium. I am not a 
Whig historian. I find invention exceedingly hard on my 
conscience, beades being difficult to do well ; and though for 
no other cause, yet for this I refuse to write descriptions with 
appropriate dates and a good sprinkling of democratic senti- 
ment, (a) of Etruscan history, (fi) of the Etruscan tombs, (y) 
of the works of art, whether Domestic or Religious, in the 
Etruscan Museum. 

But mediaeval Chiusi, if you would study that, if you would 
understand it, you must go to the Cathedral of S. Mustiola, 
the mother-church of the dty, which not only commemorates 
a gracious saint but conserves, in so far as they have been 
conserved at all, the ancient memoirs of the Longobard 
rule here. 

And first as to S. Mustiola. Chiusi, if all be true, must 
have been already of immense antiquity when the Roman 
lady Mustiola came during the Aurelian persecution in 275 
to visit the Christian prisoners, as our Lord had ordained 
Now the governor of Tuscany at that time was Tardus, and he, 



2/6 SIENA AND SOXJTHERN TUSCANY 

seeing the merciful lady by chance, and loving her, as be said, 
tried to win her to bis bed; and when she would not for 
anything, be bad her beaten to death with a leaden scouige. 
Her tomb, formed out of an ancient column, is still to be seen 
in her cathedral, and on her /esta^ 3 July, it is even yet a mass 
of flowers. 

When such monsters as Tarcius were done with, let us hope 
for ever, by and by in God's good time the Goths thundered 
by Chiusi on their way to Rome ; the place, in fact, became a 
sort of Gothic stronghold, and so fit and useful was it as 
a base against the Eternal City that even Totila — who, the 
Italians tell you, destroyed everything — refrained when he 
got Chiusi ; indeed, the walls, so old that they were falling 
from age when the Longobards came, were never thrown down. 

The Longobards established a Dukedom in Chiusi, as they 
did in Spoleto and Benevento, and we find a Duke established 
there in the eighth century, and that lasted till Charlemagne's 
day, disappearing for ever in 776. After that Chiusi was 
ruled by an exerdtaie^ and then by a Count During these and 
the following centuries Chiusi seems to have enjoyed con- 
siderable prosperity. Her true decadence seems to have 
b^un in the eleventh century, when war and continual war 
at last brought famine and pestilence. Then her immediate 
contado and the valley of the Chiana became a pestilential 
swamp, that even till our fathers' time made the whole country 
unhealthy. Something of this we find expressed by Dante, 
who, considering that all must pass away, says : — 

** Se tu riguardi Luni ed Urbisaglia 
Come son ite, e come se ne vanno 
Di retro ad esse Chiusi e Sinigaglia. 
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or as Longfellow has it : — 

'* If Luni thou r^ard and Urbisaglia, 
How they have passed away and how are passing, 
Chiusi and Sinigaglia after them. . . ." 



' " Paradiso/' xvi. 
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No doubt the rain was notorious, for Chiusi had been 
a city of great splendour with two cathedrals, the superior 
and perhaps the earlier being under the invocation of S. 
Secondiano, the other, of course, under that of S. Mustiola. 
Her contado^ too, had been of very considerable extent Thus 
what we now call Castiglione del Lago di Trasimeno was, 
before 1197, when it was taken and destroyed by the Aretines, 
known as Castiglione di ChiusL Then in 12 14 it seems that 
the Perugians were confirmed by Innocent III in jurisdiction 
over that part of her contado which was on their side of the 
Chiana, and which was thereafter called Chiusi di Perugia. 
And when in 1231 the Sienese gained their first victory in 
the contado of Orvieto it was Chiusi who suffered. In 12 18 
the Ghibellines of Arezzo, captained by Farinata degli Uberti, 
occupied the place after the defeat of Campaldino, but in 
the following year, as AHllani ' records, they of Chiusi were 
routed and the Guelf refugees restored. 

It was in the year 1332 that the Perugians first took Chiusi, 
which shortly after was retaken by the Orvietans, who ruled 
there till 1337, when Chiusi regained her liberty. She 
remained free till 1355, when Charles IV established a vicar 
in the city. This rule in some sort lasted till 1380, when 
Siena began to rule there, which she more or less continued 
to do, though constantly deprived of the city, which was sold 
and resold all through the fifteenth century, till, indeed, 
in 1556 she opened her gates to Mario Sforza, Count of 
S. Flora, and with the rest of Tuscany was gathered into 
the dominion of Cosimo I. 

Very little remains in Chiusi^ apart from the city herself and, 
for those who like them, the Etruscan remains, for the traveller 
to see. What there is will be found in the Duomo, a 
modernized building containing many fragments of older 
erections, the nave being upheld by eighteen ancient columns 
of various quality and size. In the loggia in the Piazza are 
many Etruscan and Roman inscriptions ; but in the Cathedral 
itself are several fine pictures and a Missal which should on no 

« " Cronica," vii, 136. 



2/8 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

account be missed In the left transept is a fine picture of 
the Nativity by Fongai, and in the sacristy a picture of the 
Madonna and Child with Saints by Baldassare PeruzzL Here, 
too, is a beautiful illuminated Missal by Sano di Pietro. 

This is really all there is to be had in the way of works 
of art in Chiusi, whose chief interest after all is in her Etruscan 
remains, in those vast cavernous tombs that honeycomb her 
hill-side, and in the small Museum full of vases, xrm&^figurini^ 
and tear-bottles, which are constantly being found. 

As you wander through the place, quiet enough at any time 
of year, through the great empty piazza at the top of the town 
from which there is so fine a view, past the beautiful red 
brick Church of S. Francesco, it is less of Chiusi than of the 
beautiful world in which she stands, scarcely more than an 
ancient graveyard, that you think. History here is but a tale 
that is told. The reality is not there but in the landscape, 
where to the west Cetona stands like some vast crater with 
Mont* Amiata looking over its shoulder; or where eastward 
lie the lakes like precious jewels, which only die passing 
douds may trouble as diey sail up horn the sea to the great 
mountains of the Apennines, die hills of Umbria. Beside 
that marvellous and eternal beauty no trumpery tale of a dead 
civilization, of which we know nothing and can know nothing, 
is worth consideration for a moment For here are the sun 
and the wind and the soft sky : 'let us lift up our hearts and 
rejoice in them, for too soon we also shall be of as little 
account as the Etruscans. 



XXIV 
CORTONA AND ST. MARGARET 

THE easiest way to reach Cortona from Chiusi is, of 
course, by train, changing, if need be, at Terontola. By 
this route you pass quite along the western shore of Lago 
Trasimeno, past Castiglione del Lago in Umbria, coming into 
Tuscany again at Borghetto at the head of the lake. It is a 
journey full of beauty and delight, and may be done as well 
afoot as in the train. But for me that is not the way to 
Cortona, nor will it, in fact, reveal to you the true character 
of the country which lies between Chiusi and Cortona, the 
Val di Chiana with its great island of hills, the Poggi di 
Petrignano. In order to understand this strange and beau- 
tiful valley, so profoundly Umbrian in character, it is necessary 
to take the road, straight almost as a ruled line, across the 
narrow valley of the Tresa east of Chiusi so far as Strada, 
where it suddenly turns northward and winds slowly over the 
Poggi di Petrignano through Vaiano and Gioiella, through 
Pozzuolo, S. Margherita, Petrignano, Centoia, and Selva, 
where it descends into the Chiana and makes straight across 
the wide and fertile valley for that wonderful rock-bound 
citadel which is Cortona. 

This road has many advantages for the traveller. It passes, 
for instance, close by Laviano, the birthplace (the house is 
still visible) of S. Margarita of Cortona, of whom I shall have 
something to say presently, and it affords a view of the whole 
country round about, thus revealing at once its character. 
Something certainly must be said of this valley, which was of 

«79 



280 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

old a mere swamp, yet which the rival cities were so eager to 
dominate and to possess. Through it anciently in a multitude 
of little streams the river Chiana flowed, till it lost itself 
in the Paglia and so flowed into Tiber. Its condition 
during the period from the eleventh to the fourteenth century 
gradually grew worse; small lakes and vast swamps were 
formed by the ruin of the Etruscan and Roman system of 
drainage, which had rendered the river to some extent 
navigable probably as far as Chiusi, and the whole valley 
became a pestilential wilderness breathing malaria and death. 
Dante, indeed, speaks of it as a hospital in the summer-time,' 
and Fazio d^li Uberti tells us : — 

" Quivi son void pallldi e confusi 
Perch^ r aere e la Chiana h lor nimica 
Sicch^ gli £Euino idropid e riniiisL" 

And Pulci in his " Morgante " uses its name to express fever- 
stricken and pestilential bogs. The district that had thus become 
a synonym for a dreary swamp is now one of the most fertile 
in Europe, and indeed not less healthy than the heights which 
surround it. This wonderful change, which took more than 
two centuries to effect, was achieved at last by filling up the 
swamp with "alluvial deposits" and by a great system of 
drainage whereby the Chiana, which originally flowed into 
the Tiber, was diverted into the Amo. The attempt had 
been planned by the Romans, who, according to Tacitus, only 
gave it up at the entreaty of the Florentines, who feared their 
lands would be flooded. It is to the Grand-Dukes of Tuscany 
we really owe the great undertaking which has turned a swamp 
that was a valuable hunting-ground, with a great hunting-lodge 
at BettoUe, into this fertile district of com and wine and oil, 
where the great white oxen now draw the plough and the girls 
sing in the vineyards, and the good land yields a golden 
harvest. In these days when there are so few things left that 
have escaped the universal deluge of democratic barbarism, 
when even England seems in danger of falling into the hands 

' Cf. ** Inferno," zziz, 45, and see note xi, p. 333 ut/ra. 
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of the mob, it is well to remind ourselves — and especially here 
in Italy, where too much is forgotten — that it was to the best 
and wisest rule that Tuscany has yet seen and not to modem 
Italy that she owes the riches of this valley and the happiness 
of its inhabitants. Let us hope that the modem kingdom 
may be able so far to follow its predecessors as to achieve in 
the Maremma what they accomplished here, and so for one 
good thing at least eam our gratitude and justify its existence. 

That valley, so dreadful in the Middle Age, cannot, one 
might think, have been so in ancient times, or certainly the 
Romans would have dealt with it. Moreover, men do not as 
a rule choose a swamp to fight in, and it was here, in the valley 
under Cortona and along the northern side of the lake Piano 
Sanguinoso — from the blood that was spilt there — ^that Han« 
nibid lured the Romans out of Arezzo to follow him, and there 
he took them in ambush, and after three hours of fighting 
utterly destroyed their army and killed their general, Flaminius. 
This on 21 June, B.C. 217. 

It is, however, on something £u: more ancient and more 
venerable that we look when, having crossed the valley, we 
enter Camucia and stand at the foot of the great hills on 
whose flank Cortona lies. 

In one of those grand old-fashioned periods in which 
Dennis was wont to address his readers in the more solemn 
moments of his exploration of Etruria, on the eve of entering 
some once famous dty or before discovering to them some extra- 
ordinary marvel of his beloved Etruscan art, he introduces us 
to Cortona. " Traveller, thou art approaching Cortona ! Dost 
thou reverence age — that fullness of years which, as Pliny says, 
' in man is venerable, in cities sacred'? Here is that which 
demands thy reverence. Here is a city, compared to which 
Rome is but of yesterday — ^to which most other cities of 
ancient renown are fresh and green. Thou mayst have wan- 
dered far and wide through Italy — nothing hast thou seen 
more venerable than Cortona. Ere the days of Hector and 
Achilles, ere Troy itself arose — Cortona was. On that bare 
and lofty height whose towered crest holds communion with 
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the doud, dwelt the heaven-born DardanuSy ere he left Italy 
to found the Trojan race; and on that mount reigned his 
feUher Corythus, and there he was laid in the tomb. Such 
is the ancient legend, and wherefore gainsay it? Away with 
doubts ! — pay thy full tribute of homage — acceptam parte nuwere 
fidem I Hast thou req>ect to Men greatness ? Yon solemn 
city was once the proudest and mistiest in the land, die 
metropolis of Etruria and now — ^but enter its gates and look 
around." 

Dear Dennis, companion of my boyhood, I have done thy 
bidding, and if I have forsaken what thou hast loved so 
eloquently for things that were hidden from thee — forgive 
me, master. It was thy hand led me thither, and in thy 
name I went. Also I did thy bidding. I '' looked around," 
and it seemed to me that Corythus was nothing to me, but 
Frate Elias very much, and as for heaven-bom Dardanus, what 
was he after all beside S. Margaret, Sster of the Seraphs, Lily 
of the Fields ? 

But befoie we can come either at heaven-bom Dardanus 
or at S. Margaret it is necessary, as Dennis says, to come to 
Cortona, to enter its gates, and this is even to-day not so easy 
a business as one might suppose. 

From the railway station you may drive by the road that 
dimbs the hill-side to Cortona in half an hour, but if you be 
young enough and keen enough, you will go by the pathway 
among the boulders, over the stones, straight up the hill-side 
to the dty, and by so doing realize what an unapproachable 
fortress Cortona is and on what tremendous ruins she is 
founded. But even when you have reached the Porta S. 
Domenico and found yoxa inn, which to-day is good enough 
for any one, you have still to see Cortona, and that entails 
dimbing everywhere, and especially a long climb to the uiq)er 
town, for Cortona hangs, as it were, down the mountain-side 
from the star which is )i&[ fortezza. 

Nothing, I think, in all Tuscany will impress and astonish 
the travdler more than his wdks up and down Cortona 
through that maze of narrow predpitous streets between 
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tiie sombre palaces founded on the naked rode, and clifb 
and boulders that a hundred generations have been powerless 
to wear away. Cortona is indeed, as Dennis says, the most 
ancient of cities, nor is there any city in Italy diat has kept 
so mediaeval an aspect 

Yon feel her andentness at once when you come, even at 
P<»ta S. Domenico, within sight of her waUs, for thou^ they 
be Mediaeval or Renaissance they are based on the most 
andent of all, and often, as about Porta Colonia, they have 
proved so lasting that the Middle Age and the Renaissance 
have passed it by untoudied, and we see it as it was three 
thousand years or more ago. Only at the highest part of the 
town the old wall has disappeared that ^efartezza might there 
hold and be induded in the dty ; yet it is just there, too, at 
Terra Pozza, outside the fortress, you come upon a huge frag- 
ment of the old wall again, 120 feet in length, composed of 
enormous blocks of sandstone hdd together by weight and 
without cement or mortar. Here is something as formidably 
old as anything at Volterra or Fiesole, something that the 
Umbri may have built before the Pelasgi took Cortona, to be 
deprived in their turn by the Etruscans. 

It will thus be seen that Cortona has much to offer us, a 
wall of immense antiquity, streets narrow and pred^Htous, 
palaces and buildings of the Middle Age. Happily, too, 
die possesses many of those more human works which smile 
at us from the early Renaissance. 

Just without the Porta S. Domenico, in the delightfol piazza 
there, stands a church under the protection of that Saint, a 
building of the fifteenth century, and within, over the altar 
on the right, is a Madonna and Saints with the Bishop 
Seminio, for whom it was painted in 15 15 by the great man 
Cortona bred for Italy — Luca Signorelli. It is one of his last 
pictures, now, unhappily, in very, bad condition. The Madonna, 
in a beautiful red robe and green mantle, is enthroned with 
her little Son, her feet resting on the heads of Cherubim, an 
Angel on dther side, while below stand S. Domenico and 
S. Peter Martyr. 
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The work of Signorelli's pupil, Bartolommeo deDa Gatta, 
stands over the high altar of this church, an Assumption of 
the Virgin — ^with two kneeling Saints by some lesser hand. 
But Cortona, which gave birth to Luca Signorelli, was the 
refuge not only of the Frate Elias and of S. Margaret, 
but of a painter too, and one of die greatest — ^Fra Angelico. 
He came here in 1407, when schism proclaimed Alexander V 
Pope, and the friars of S. Domenico of Fiesole, rather than 
acknowledge this antipope, fled away, some to Foligno and 
some to Cortona. Among them was a novice, Fra Giovanni, 
whom we call for love Fra Angelico. 

And here in S. Domenico of Cortona, as it happens, he 
painted several glorious works, two of which, happily still 
remaining to us, are now preserved in the church of the Gesii 
here in Cortona, and one of them is certainly among the love- 
liest of his paintings. Of all he did at S. Domenico, in the 
church that remains, in the convent where he passed his novi- 
tiate,' whidi has been destroyed, only one is left there for us, 
the lunette over the doorway, a half-ruined fresco of the 
Madonna and Child with Saints. 

From S. Domenico, within the gate the Via Nazionale leads 
straight to the Piazza Vittorio Emanuele before the Palazzo 
del Municipio. Thence the Via Guelfa runs to the left past 
a magnificent palace of the sixteenth century to the church 
of S. Agostino, where there is an altarpiece of the Madonna 
and Child with Saints by Pietro da Cortona, a native painter 
of no very great talent. Turning to the right from the Piazza 
Vittorio Emanuele we soon come to the Piazza Signorelli 
and the fine Palazzo Pretorio with its little Museum of 
Etruscan antiquities — urns, vases, inscriptions, and so forth. 
Thence the Via Casali descends to the Duomo of S. Mary. 

Built by Giulio da Sangallo, as it is said, in the end of the 

' Mr. Langton Douglas has discovered that S. Antonino with certain of 
the younger friars went from Fiesole, not to Foligno, as has been sup- 
posed, but to Cortona, and it seems probable that Fra Angelico was among 
these younger brethren. See L. Douglas, ** Fra Angelico" (Bell, 1900), 
pp. 27, a8. 
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fifteenth century, the Duomo was unhappily altered in the 
eighteenth century, and has lost much of its beauty. It 
contains, however, four works by Signorelli, all unhappily 
late works and none of them in very good preservation, as 
well as a fine altarpiece of the Madonna and Angels by Pietro 
Lorenzetti. Signorelli's works are all in the choir ; they con- 
sist of a Deposition with predeila^ painted in 1502 ; the Com- 
munion of the Apostles, painted in 1512; and two pictures 
which are his only in part, an Immaculate Conception and 
an Assumption of the Blessed Virgin. The most important 
of these works is the first ; it was not painted for the Duomo, 
however, but for S. Margarita. The fiEune of this picture, and 
it was very famous, owes everything to Vasari, who, noting the 
realism of the dead Christ, spread the legend he had heard 
that Signorelli painted it from the dead body of his own son. 
However this may be, and Vasari as a little lad once met 
Signorelli, who was his kinsman, we know that when the great 
painter lost his son he would not part with him until he had 
made a drawing of the young body, pathetic and beautiful, so 
that he might remind himself every day of a thing so frail 
which he had found so precious. 

Opposite the Duomo is the Church of II Gesti, the bap- 
tistery built in 1505, and here, in izcX^ are preserved the great 
treasures of Cortona. 

The finest of these is the exquisite Annunciation from 
S. Domenico, where under a delicate loggia just without 
the house at sunset in the cool of the day Madonna has 
been reading, when suddenly over the flowers Gabriel has 
come to her with his Ave Gratia Plena^ and she has crossed 
her white hands on her bosom, and, the book still open on her 
knee, has leaned a little breathlessly forward as though to 
escape. And indeed as the angel has said, the Lord is with 
her, the Dove hovers sweetly over her bright head, and God 
the Father Himself overhears His own message passing down 
under the arches. In the background, as though to show us 
quite dearly what is happening, we see as in a vision our first 
parents expelled from Paradise, that Eden to which Mary is 
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about to win for as admission again. The predeUa diows 
us scenes from the Virgin's life, and one scenei piobaUj 
a substitution, of the life of S. Dominic 

The other work by Fra Angelico here also comes from 
S. Domenico. It is a triptTch of the Madonna enthroned 
with her Divine Son between S. John B2^)tist, a magnificent 
%ure, S. John Evangelist, S. Mary Magdalen, and S. Mark. 
Four guardian angels stand behind with tributes of flowers. 
In the pinnacles are our Lord crucified, the Blessed Viigin 
and S. John grieving, and in the tondi at the base is the 
Annunciation. In the predella are scenes from die life of 
S. Dominic 

Beside these two magnificent works hangs a {ncture of the 
Madonna and four Saints by Signorelli, a late and not very 
charming picture. Qose by, however, is something more 
delightful, a , polyptych by Sassetta, in which we see the 
Madonna and Child enthroned with the attendant angds 
in the midst, and on one side S. Nicholas of Baii and 
& Michael, and on the other S. John Baptist and S. Mar- 
garet Above in two iondi is the Annunciation* This is not 
perhaps one of Sassetta's greatest or most charming works, 
but the S. Michael is very stately, and the beauty and unction 
of the S. Margaret cannot be denied. 

From the Baptistery we make our way by Via Dardano to 
the Porta Colonia, where the view northward and east is 
fierce, desolate, and terrible, and where the Etruscan wall 
still guards the city. Then returning through the city to 
Piazza Vittorio Emanuele we set out for the foriezza^ tiddng 
the churches of S. Niccolb and S. Idargarita on our way. 

The Churdi of S. Niccolb contains two beautiful things, 
a double altarpiece of the Madonna and Child with SaintSi 
with a dead Christ upheld by Angels, on the reverse, by 
Signorelli, and a ruined fresco of a Madcmna and Saints 
on the left wall by the same painter. The altarpiece is of 
a rare beauty and originality, an important painting of the 
master's. The dead Christ half lies on the tomb, upheld 
by an Archangel, while three others stand by in griefl Before 
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Him kned S. Jerome, and on the other side S. Francis and 
three other Saints. Nothing could be finer and more original 
than this picture. The four archangels are very noble figures, 
and have much in common with Signorelli's work at Orvieto, 
while the S. Jerome is splendidly dramatic. The only figure 
that is disappointing is the dead Christ, which somehow in 
its over-expressive realism fails both in beauty and efiect, and 
if we contrast it for a moment, as we cannot fail to do, with 
the divine and pitiful figure of the great archangel who so 
tenderly supports it, we are convinced at once of its fiiilure. 
The Madonna and Saints on the reverse is not less fine* 
There we see our Lady enthroned with her little Son about 
to bless us between S. Peter and S. Paul. 

From S. Niccolb it is still a long climb by a way cut out Of 
the rock up to S. Margarita, but no one, I think, can afibrd 
to miss going there, for though the church be modem the 
view thence is magnificent, and then it is thare we shall find 
the shrine d S. Margaret, surely one of the holiest places in 
Tuscany, the tomb of one of the most human oi Saints, a true 
daughter of S. Francis. And after visiting that grave and 
gazing half in dread, half in tears on the " still incorrupt " 
body of one who was so beautiful that, as her history 
tells us, she was called lily of the Valleys, we continue on 
our way up to the forUzza^ where all the world seems to lie 
at our feet, where Cetona and Mont* Amiata guard the 
western horizon and the great valley of the Chiana stretches 
out for ever, dotted with villages and pleasant with vineyards 
and com. 

Somewhere among those island hills that lie in the great 
plain between us and Montepulciano, at the little village of 
Laviano, S. Margaret was bora in the year i247.> Her &ther 
was a husbandman, and of her mother we only know that she 
died when Margaret was but seven years old Indeed, all 
that the child seems able to remember of her mother was her 

' An excellent Life of S. Margaret of Cortona, together with a trans- 
kdoo of the essential parts of her legend, has heen pnbliAed by Fathet 
Cnthbert, O.F.C., under title «A Tuscan Penitent" (Boms and Oates). 
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lovely humility, so that she would pray to our Lord Christ, 
** O Lord Jesu, I pray Thee for the safety oi all for whom 
Thou wouldst have me to pray." 

Margaret's misfortunes began when she was but nine years 
old, for then her father took a new wife who neither loved her 
nor gave her any care, but indeed seems to have treated her 
with indifference, if not with harshness. Now for Mai^garet 
one thing was necessary above any other — to be loved. We 
can pictiure her miserable childhood, an alien in her father's 
house, unwanted, and even looked on with jealousy, for as she 
grew older her beauty astonished all who looked on her. 
Then when she was about seventeen a marvellous thing, as it 
must have seemed to her, befell her. Till now her road had 
been hard and bitter enough, not to be sweetened with tears ; 
suddenly the world was full of flowers. She was beloved. 
That she should give her love in return was just a matter of 
course. The suitor who came thus like a ray of spring 
sunshine into her life was a young knight from Montepulciano. 
She never told his name ; maybe even in the light of what 
happened later it seemed too precious to tell to any one but 
God, for that she gave him her whole heart we may be sure. 
This youth, then, came to court her, probably secretly, and 
continually imsatisfied, besought her presently to flee from 
her unhappiness to his happiness, to go with him to his 
home in the city, promising her love, admiration, joy, and 
the whole world if she would come. He also promised her 
marriage. 

So little Margaret, white as the lilies by whose name she 
is called, doubting nothing possibly and certainly loving all, 
crept out of her father's house in the night and fled away 
across the dreary marshes, nearly drowned with her lover on 
the way, for the Chiana was in flood, till they came to the 
great Idll country and the pleasant, smiling, seductive city of 
Montepulciano. And there with much joy she lived with him 
she loved for nine years : only he forgot to marry her. No 
doubt he was too busy with her in his arms ; for we read that 
he gave her all her heart's desire, denying her only this one 
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thing, that he should call her wife. Among other things he 
gave her was a little son. Then Margaret seems to have been 
ashamed: yet only in her heart, for she was used to un- 
happiness, and that happiness so great as that she had should 
be complete may well have seemed impossible. Her neigh- 
bours found her as lovely as ever, as gay, as witty, and as full 
of the desire of joy. One of them seems to have hinted to 
her one day that she should look to her soul; but she 
answered gaily and with spirit that one should have no fear 
for her, for she would yet be among the Saints, and the 
whole world should come a pilgrim to her shrine, with 
staff and scrip and leathern bottle. Yet this sweet lady, so 
cruelly and so sweetly wronged, ever compassioned the poor, 
was pitiful of the needy and friends with the outcast, and, like 
the flowers that cannot be smutched, she gladdened the eyes 
of all who beheld her. Nor do I believe her heart was very 
sorrowfuL She loved, she was beloved. Was not that 
enough ? 

So she lived, so she met life, so she communed with her 
heart and went merrily, a new kiss every morning on her 
mouth. Till one summer evening, as she sat singing at 
the window awaiting her man's return, his hound came home 
without him and would do nothing but whine and run to and 
fro between her and the doorway. Then, suddenly cold at the 
heart, she followed him. And the brute led her to a lonely 
place not far from the road where was a wood, and there lay 
he who was her all — mangled and dead. 

When she had kissed him and said many prayers for his 
soul, accusing herself and her beauty for his sin, she returned 
home with them who bore the body to her house. From that 
moment she was a changed woman. Her heart was broken, 
and all that had once been so precious seemed now nothing 
worth, since she had lost the best of all. Her actions and 
whole attitude towards life at this time prove her great love. 
She accused herself, her beauty, her love to save her lover. 
She judged herself more harshly than even our prudish piety 
is able to do, and from that moment she determined to expiate 
u 
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her lover's sin and her own by a life wholly devoted to God 
She resolved on bitter austerities, on humiliations past belief 
on absolute poverty and semi-starvation. First of all she 
returned to her lover's fomily all he had given her, save some 
trinkets that were too precious to be given to any but the 
poor; these she distributed among such as were in distress, 
for they were her brethren and sisters. Then she resolved to 
go back to her father's house and to suffer all things with joy. 
With scarce enough to clothe her, she set out with her little 
son, and when she came to the door she knocked for 
admittance timidly, like a beggar, and indeed without hope. 
Yet her father would have received her gladly, but he could 
not answer for his wife : the married woman turned her out, 
drove her from the house. Now here is a marvel which 
we surely must somehow solve. Margaret was a sinner 
doubtless, yet she was a sister of the poor who are Chrisfs 
brethren; her stepmother was wedded, an honest woman, a 
frequenter of churches, friendly to priests, yet she turned the 
sister of her Lord from the door of her own home, and refused 
her shelter and food, of which she was in need, and this 
though she led a child by the hand. Solve it how you may, 
you that have driven her out of her land. But for me I 
would rather toil for a thousand years and a thousand up the 
steepest rocks of Purgatory with Margaret, yea, I would rathor 
bum with her in the whitest fire, than sit in the prim allejrs of 
Paradise with such a beast as this stepmother and with them 
who made her what she was, and still persist. 

Something of the tragedy of this time in Margaret's life has 
found its way into the legend which from her own lips Fra 
Giunta took down, and which Father Cuthbert has translated 
so beautifully. For when she was in despair and there was 
no one to protect her, then He who, whether we will or no, is 
always near us, waiting till we need Him, came — ah ! as she 
was to learn, the best, true lover of all — to take her into His 
keeping. He reminds her of this later, when she might hear 
His voice: — 

Remember, paverella^ how, thy tempter being dead, thou 



OOBTONA AND ST. MARGARET 291 

didst return to thy &ther at Laviano, with thy whole being 
filled with sorrow, with thy tears and drawn face, clothed in a 
black robe and utterly ashamed. And thy father, lacking 
fatherly pity and urged on by thy stepmother, did drive thee 
from his home. Not knowing what to do, and being without 
any adviser or helper, thou didst sit down weeping under a 
fig-tree in his garden, and there thou didst seek in Me a 
Guide, a Father, a Spouse and Lord; and with a humble 
heart didst confess thine utter misery of soul and body. 
Then lo! the serpent of old, seeing thee cast out by thy 
Gather, sought to his own shame and thy destruction to make 
thy comeliness and youth an inducement to presume upon 
My mercy ; putting it into thy heart that since thou wast now 
cast out thou mightest excusably go on in sin, and that 
wheresoever thou shouldst come or go thou wouldst not 
lack lovers amongst the great ones of the world because of 
thine exceeding beauty." 

That horror was spared her. For as she had called on 
our Lord in her trouble. He heard her ; He delivered her out 
of her distress, bidding her rise up from under the fig-tree and 
go to the Friars of S. Francis in Cortona, and they would 
know what she was to do. Indeed, to whom else, I should 
like to know, could she have so properly appealed as to the 
little son of the dear, great Samt of ITmbria— S. Francesco of 
Assisi? 

Margaret, hearing that voice, did as she was bidden, and 
coming to Cortona, asked of two ladies whom she met the 
way to S. Francesco, but they — their names were Marinaria 
and Raneria, beautiful names, let them be remembered for 
ever — seeing her condition, took her and her little son home, 
and when they were comforted introduced her to the Friars, 
who gave her pity, love, kindness, and good counsel. Thus 
was begun the work of purification, of expiation, which 
endured during the rest of her life. 

Margaret came to Cortona in 1273,' and she never left the 
city again but once, and that was to go to Montepulciano 

* On thb see Father Cuthbert, ofi. cii,^ supra^ p. 15. 
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publicly to proclaim her sin before die city in the Daomo. 
This Fra Giunta reluctantly gave her leave to do, and truly in 
order to save her from a worse humiliation which she would 
have inflicted on herself : for she desired to go thither naked, 
with a rope round her neck, led by a hired woman proclaiming 
her sin through the streets. 

In Cortona she earned her bread by nursing the sick, and 
presently leaving the house of Marinaria and Raneria, which 
seemed too cosy, she went to live in a little cottage in a 
lonelier place. There she began to live wholly upon alms, 
begging her bread day by day, refusing money, and only 
accepting the refuse from the tables of those who themselves 
can have been scarcely other than poor. They refused to see 
in her a mere beggar, and gave her, in a spirit we have utterly 
lost, more than the refuse, but this she gave to the poor, and 
took for herself and her son only what remained over. Thus, 
though she was hard on her own child,' as the result of her 
sin perhaps, she was called the " mother of the poor." 

Thus three years passed away. But though Margaret's 
whole life had suffered a revolution, a purification if you 
will, fundamentally she was the same nature. She had 
always longed for love, for the outward manifestation of it, 
and in her new love of Christ, which had come to her " in that 
passionate way of hers," she desired it also by way of 
assurance. And it was in that Voice which had spoken with 
her in the garden under the fig-tree that she found this, while 
to prove her sincerity to all she entered the Third Order of 
St. Francis. Yet it was the Voice that she lived to hear. 
**My child," It would say, and "Afwr/fa" — ^poor little one. 
And so began a wonderful interior and mystical life in which 
Christ held familiar conversation with her and discovered to 
her many wonderful mysteries. This is not, I think, the 

* Father Cuthbert tells us that "she told the boy on one occasion that m 
serving the poor she knew she was serving Christ, because she was moved 
by the spirit, whereas in serving him she was not sure but what she was 
obeying the impulse of the flesh." The lad became a Frate, and appears 
to have died a martyr's death. 
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place to discuss the mystical experiences of Margaret. It will 
suffice to refer the reader to the beautiful legend written by 
Fra Giunta, her "unworthy staff," which Father Cuthbert 
has translated with so much sympathy. We return to her life 
of action. For if as a contemplative and ecstatic she was 
great, she was by no means a mere recluse. That tending 
of the sick presently organized itself, her cottage became a 
hospital, and out of it grew the great Spedale of Cortona, the 
Spedale di S. Maria della Misericordia, opened in 1286. The 
Sisters who served it were all, like Margaret, Franciscan Ter- 
tiaries, and the people of Cortona, remembering S. Francis, 
called them lepaverelle. 

But even this organization had not exhausted all Margaret's 
power for good. She was the great peacemaker of Tuscany 
at that period. Already in 1277 she had fearlessly warned 
the warlike Bishop of Arezzo, Guglielmo Ubertini Pazzi, to 
amend his ways and cease from strife, and two years later, in 
1279, by her prayers she saved the Cortonesi from invasion. 
Again, in 1289, she warned Bishop Guglielmo, but this time 
he would not hear her, and two days later he fell in battle. 

Yet for all her influence in the great things of this world, it 
was as a comforter, as the mother of her people, as a nurse, 
that she was most beloved. " If a child were sick," says 
Father Cuthbert, *' the parents would come to Margaret that 
she might lay her hands upon it and bring back health. 
Those who were strongly tempted to sin would come laying 
bare their temptation, and seeking in her prayers and words 
of counsel the moral strength they lacked. If a mother 
despaired of a son's salvation because of his evil life, she came 
begging Margaret to send him some bread from her table, 
believing that if the son but tasted bread sanctified by 
Margaret's presence he would be converted. ... It was useless 
for Margaret to plead that she was a sinner like themselves, 
and that because of her sins her very touch would soil them. 
The people disbelieved her protestations and believed the 
more in the efficacy of her intervention." 

Yet even she did not escape scandal. Evildoers cast sus- 
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picion upon her relations with Fra Giunta, her confessor, 
and for this cause, much to the regret of the Friar, who 4ooked 
to have her body after death, she removed from her house 
near S. Francesco to the spot under the fortczia where now 
her church stands, but which was then occupied by the ruined 
and deserted Church of S. Ba^io. Fra Giunta at the time of 
the scandal, in which the Friars were not blameless, had been 
sent away to Siena. It was, however, in his arms that, sev^i 
years later, Margaret came to die on 22 February, 1297 \ 
and immediately all Cortona proclaimed her a Saint, l^it 
she was not formally canonized till May, 1728. 

It is strange that Cortona should have held almost at that 
same time two such different Franciscans as Frate Elias * and 
S. Margaret — the one a great statesman who abhorred poverty, 
the other a poor woman who loved it. Elias built here in 
the city a vast palace full of every sort of splendour that later 
became the Vescovado, Margarita built the hospital and restored 
the church which, after being rebuilt, was to bear her name. 
And it is she who is the victor, not he, for all his power and 
wealth and greatness of mind. He is forgotten by all men 
save a few historians, while her name is still familiarly dear 
on the lips of peasants and children, who invoke her, their 
all-powerful friend, as we may hear any day in the fields or the 
byways about her home: — 

" O lily of our fields, 
O Violet of humility, 
O little Sister of the Seraf^, 
Ora pro nobis." 



' For a full account of Frate Elias see my *' Cities of Umbria "(Methuen, 
3rd edition, 1908), p. 321, it seq. 



XXV 

AREZZO AND BORGO SAN SEPOLCRO 

IT was early morning when I crept out of Cortona by Porta 
S. Agostino down the precipitous way into the Tsdley for 
Castiglione Fiorentino and Arezzo. At II Sodo I found the 
highroad, and by then the sun was over the hills, and I went 
with a will swinging up the valley northward till I came to 
Montecchio, a stronghold of the Tariati, and there I breakfiasted 
among the vines. Then I went on again till just before mid- 
day I found myself under Castiglione Fiorentino, the strongest 
place on this side of the Chiana Valley, an outpost of Arezzo, 
and, while that city held the hills behind it, impregnable. It 
has no history of its own, but it is very well worth a visit, for 
the country about it is noble and picturesque, and the town 
itself, built about its hill-top, is even more completely mediaeval 
than Cortona, whose decadence, according to the chroniclers, 
gave birth to Castiglione, which has generally been held by 
the Aretines or by their masters, the Florentines. 

Nor is Castiglione Fiorentino without attractions in die way 
of pictures. In the CoUegiata over the third altar on the right 
is a Madonna and Child with Saints and donor, painted in i486 
by Bartolommeo della Gatta. This altarpiece of some 
splendour originally had a predeila^ which is now preserved in 
the sacristy. It represents scenes from the Legend of 
S. Giuliano. Over the altar, cm the right (A the high altar, 
b a late work by L(»renzo di Credi, a Nativity, which is not 
without charm. 

We come upon the work of Bartolommeo della Gatta again 
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in S. Francesco, in the right transept there, where is a fine 
picture painted in 1487 of S. Francesco receiving the Stigmata. 
But most of the churches in and about Castiglione Fiorentino 
have been robbed of their pictures, which are now gathered 
into the Pinacoteca in the Palazzo del Municipio. There we 
may see what riches they once possessed in the work of Sig- 
norelli, Bartolommeo della Gatta, Giovanni di Paolo, and 
Sellajo. 

By Signorelli is a fresco of the Deposition (11), from the 
Collegiata, where it once made beautiful the chapel of the 
Blessed Sacrament It is a very splendid piece of work, 
though it may not compare, of course, with the Cortona master- 
piece. Don Bartolommeo, his pupil, is finely represented here 
by a picture, also from the Collegiata, in which a woman of 
noble family kneels with a child in her arms before the Arch- , 
angel Michael, who is a-trampling on the devil (13). Grotesque 
and afiected as the Saint appears, he still reminds us of Sig- 
norelli, but the head of the noble lady is surely Peruginesque. 
A scutcheon at her feet bears the arms of the Visconti, and it 
is said that the lady is Teodora Visconti. A scroll assures us 
that ^^ Laurentia fieri fecit** 

As for Giovanni di Paolo the Sienese, the close follower of 
Sassetta, he is to be seen here almost at his best in two panels 
of the Marriage of S. Catherine (34). These, too, come firom 
the Collegiata. We see the Virgin and Child enthroned, while 
beside them stand S. Catherine, a figure recalling the work of 
Gentile da Fabriano, another female Saint, and S. Michael, the 
last a much injured figure. On the panel of the Virgin and 
Child we read " Opus Johannis de Senis a.d. mlccclvii." 

Sellajo, the pupil of Fra Filippo Lippi, is seen here in a 
curious picture called the Pool of Bethesda (14). 

I left Castiglione Fiorentino again at dawn, and as I went 
on my way, when the light grew stronger I saw that the 
character of the landscape had changed. Instead of the 
country of wild hills and deep valleys, of rocks and bare 
mountain-side, so Umbrian in character, that surrounds 
Cortona, I found myself in a land of green, rolling meadows, 
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of low, fertile hills full of contentment, almost English in its 
placidity. And all that day it was the same. I had come 
nto a new land — the land of the Aretines, as I fowid when 
at dusk I entered Arezzo. 

The environment of a city, like the environment of a person, 
lends that which it has after all produced something of its own 
qualities. Rome, Florence, Siena, Assisi are what they are 
because of the nature of the country in which they lie. It is 
the same with Arezzo. Her incommunicable allure strikes you 
at once as soon as you enter her gates — a certain smiling aspect, 
subtle and discreet and yet very charming and simple seeming 
in its welcome, its pleasantness and serenity. Yet nothing, I 
think, in the history of Arezzo, of what we know of the history 
of Arezzo— for it is more obscure than that of any other Com- 
mune of the same importance — ^would lead you to expect an 
aspect so happy, so merely delightful. Nothing in her history ! 
But I am wrong, for it was here both Maecenas and Petrarch 
were bom. It would be impossible to doubt it even though 
we had no irrefutable proof of the fact, and indeed I think no 
men have better expressed their birthplace unless — ^well, unless 
it be Vasari, who was also an Aretine. These three men per- 
fectly explain Arezzo; its orderliness, its delight, its extra- 
ordinary charm, its profound disr^ard of anything that 
matters, of anything but a certain dicar and endless gossip. 

Books tell you that Arezzo was an Etruscan city, one of the 
greater in the Confederation, but of her adventures and her 
policy at that too remote period we know nothing or very little. 
Her career under the dominion of Rome is most interesting, 
and it helps us to appreciate her age to learn that she was dis- 
loyal during the Punic War, but that towards its close she 
furnished her share of supplies, even weapons and such, to 
Scipio Africanus and his fleet. In the great civil war she 
sided with Marius, and when he fell Cicero pleaded her 
cause. Catiline seems to have had some attraction for her, 
and in Caesar's wars against Pompey she was one of the first 
cities occupied by the former. 

These &ct8 alone would lead us to the conclusion that 
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Arezzo was an important town and a place of some strengdL 
And a glance at a wMp confirms us in this. She stands at the 
junction of three great valleys and at the gates of the pass 
which leads from the Val d' Amo to the Val di Tevere. The 
three valleys to which she hcdds the key — the Val d' Amo, the 
Casentino, and the wide Val di Chiana — are the roads to 
Florence, Pisa, and the sea, to the Romagna and the Adriatic, 
to Rome, the States of the Church, and Southern Tuscany. 
This important position might, it would seem, have created a 
great State. In fact, it ruined a little one. Arezzo was never 
in all her long history great or strong enough for the post she 
held Instead of dominating the Val d^Amo, she was always 
at the mercy of Florence ; instead of holding the road to Rome 
she was often overcome by Perugia and Chiusi and Orvieto ; 
instead of holding the gates of Tuscany against the Barbarians 
from the Romagna, she was often at their feet. Rich in the 
production of personalities, of great men of action, or of the 
arts, she was never able to form a Commune of any perma- 
nence, but was always at the mercy of one of her own children, 
finding peace and stability only mider a foreign domination. 
In the thirteenth century she was under the domination 
of the Conti Guidi and of the great Bishops oi the Pazzi 
Ubertini, and later of the Tarlati clans. All these chieftains 
were warlike robbers, bent rather on spoil than on the consoli- 
dation of a State, more eager for war than for peace. They 
were thus the natural enemies of the young Commune of 
Florence, which was chiefly bent on commerce. It was 
therefore right and necessary for Florence to crush Arezzo, 
nor was she slow in setting about it The geographical 
position of Arezzo was too formidable to admit of delay; 
she held too many of the exits and entrances of Tuscany, 
and was able to inflict too many and too easy outrages upon 
the caravans of Florence. It is in the most characteristic and 
in many ways the most important battle of the Middle Age in 
Central Italy — the battle of Campaldino— that Arezzo, Ghibd- 
line since 1262, was for the first time brought low and tak^i 
by the Florentines, who were presently to bring her altogether 
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within their dominion. In the Florentine account we have 
one of the most minute descriptions of a mediaeval battle 
anywhere to be found. I therefore give it almost verbatim. 
In 1289, in the month of May, we find, in Villani's words, 
*'a host straightway gathered against the dty of Arezzo by 
reason of outrages received fix)m the Aretines, and the 
baimers oi war, on behalf of Florence, were given out on 
the 13th day of May, and the Royal [Naples] Standard was 
borne by M. Gherardo Ventraia de' Tomaquinici, and so 
soon as they were given to them they bore them to the 
abbey of Ripoli, as was their wont, and there they left 
them under guard, making as though they would march by 
that road upon the dty of Arezzo. And all the allies being 
come, and the host being ordered by secret counsel, they piu:- 
posed to depart by the way of the Casentino, and suddenly, the 
2nd day of June, the bells sounding a tolling, the ever pros- 
perous host of the Florentines set forth, and they bore the 
banners which were at Ripoli across the Amo and hdd 
the way of Pontassieve, and encamped to await the gather- 
mg of forces on Monte al Pruno ; and there were assembled 
1,600 horse and 10,000 foot, whereof 600 were dtizens with 
their horses, the best armed and mounted which ever sallied 
forth from Florence ; and 400 mercenaries, together with the 
following of the Captain M. Amerigo, in the pay of the 
Florentines; and of Lucca there were 150 horsemen; and 
of Prato 40 horsemen and foot-soldiers ; of Pistoia 60 horse 
and foot; and of Siena 120 horse; and of Volterra 40 
horse; and of Bologna their ambas^ors with their com- 
pany, and of Samminiato, and of Sangimignano, and of 
CoUe, men mounted and on foot from each place; and 
Mughinardo of Susinana, a good and wise captain in war 
with his Romagnoli. And the said host being assembled 
they descended into the plain of Casentino, devastating the 
places of Count Guido Novello, who was Podestk of Arezzo. 
Hearing this, the Bishop of Arezzo, with the other captains 
of the Ghibelline party (for there were many men of name 
amongst them) determined to come with dl their host to 
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Bibbiena, to the end it might not be destroyed; and they 
were 800 horse and 8,000 foot, very fine men; and many 
wise captains of war were among them, for they were the 
flower of the Ghibellines of Tuscany, of the March, and of 
the Duchy and of Romagna ; and all were men experienced 
in arms and in war; and they desired to give battle to the 
Florentines, having no fear ; albeit the Florentines were two 
horsemen to one against them ; but they despised them, 
saying that they adorned themselves like women and combed 
their tresses; and they derided them and held them for 
naught Truly, there was further cause why the Aretines 
should declare battle against the Florentines, albeit their 
horsemen were two to one against them; for they were in 
fear of a plot which the Bishop of Arezzo had set on foot 
with the Florentines, and conducted by M. Marsilio 
de' Vechietti, to give over to the Florentines Bibbiena, 
Civitella, and all the castles of his See, and he to have 
5,000 golden florins each year of his life, in the security 
of the company of the Cerchi. The progress of this plot 
was interrupted by M. Guglielmino Pazzo, his nephew, to 
the end the Bishop might not be slain by the Ghibelline 
leaders; and therefore they hastened the battle and took 
thither the said Bishop, where he was left dead, together 
with the rest; and thus was the Bishop punished for his 
treason, who at the same time sought to betray both the 
Florentines and his own Aretines. And the Florentines, 
having joyfully received the gage of battle, arrayed them- 
selves; and the two hosts stood over against one another, 
after more ordered feishion both on one side and on the 
other than ever in any battle before in Italy, in the plains at 
the foot of Poppi, in the region of Certomondo, for such is 
the name of the place, and of a church of the Franciscans 
which is near there, and in a plain which is called 
Campaldino; and this was a Saturday morning, the nth 
day of June, the day of S. Barnabas the Apostle. M. 
Amerigo and the other Florentine captains drew up in well- 
ordered troops, and enrolled 150 forefighters of the best of 
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the host, among which were twenty new-made knights, who 
then received their spurs; and M. Vieri de' Cerchi being 
among the captains, and being lame in the 1^, would not 
therefore desist from being among the forefighters ; and since 
it fell to him to make the selection for his sestOt he would 
not lay this service upon any who did not desire to be 
chosen, but chose himself and his son and nephews; the 
which thing was counted to him as of great merit ; and for 
his good example and for shame many other noble citizens 
offered themselves as forefighters. And this done they flanked 
them on either side by troops of light-armed infantry, and 
crossbowmen and unmounted lancers. Then behind the 
forefighters came the main body, flanked in its turn by 
footmen, and behind all the baggage, so collected as to 
dose up the rear of the main body, outside of which 
were stationed 200 horse and foot of the Lucchesi and 
Pistoians and other foreigners, whereof was Captain M. Corso 
Donati, which then was Podesti of Pistoia; and their orders 
were to take the enemy in flank should occasion rise. The 
Aretines on their part ordered their troops wisely, inasmuch 
as there were, as we have said, good captains of war amongst 
them, and they appointed many forefighters, to the number 
of 300, among which were chosen twelve of the chief leaders, 
who were called The Twelve Paladins ; and each side having 
given a war-cry to their host, the Florentines " Ho, Knights, 
Nerbona," and the Aretines '' Ho, Knights, San Donato ! " the 
forefighters of the Aretines advanced with great courage, and 
struck spur to smite into the Florentine host; and the rest 
of their troop followed after, save that Count Guido Novello, 
which was with a troop of 150 horse, to charge in flank, did 
not adventure himself into the battle, but drew back, and then 
fled to his castle ; and the movement and assault made upon 
the Florentines by the Aretines, who esteemed themselves to 
be valiant men-at-arms, was to the end that by their bold 
attack they might break up the Florentines at the first onset 
and put them to flight ; and the shock was so great that most 
of the Florentine forefighters were unhorsed, and the main 
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body was driven backward a good space, but thej were not 
therefore confounded nor broken up, but received the enemy 
with constancy and fortitude ; and the wings ci infiuitry on 
either side, keeping their ranks well, enclosed the enemy, and 
there was hard fighting for a good space. AndM.CorsoDonati, 
who was apart with the men of Lucca and Pistoia, and had 
been commanded to stand firm and not to strike under pain 
of death, when he saw the battle begun, said, like a valiant 
man : ' If we lose, I will die in the battle with my f^ow- 
dtizens ; and if we conquer let him that will come to us at 
Pistoia to exact the penalty;' and he boldly set his troop 
in motion and struck the enemy in the flank, and was a great 
cause of their rout And this done, as it pleased God, the 
Florentines had the victory, and the Aretines were routed 
and discomfited, and between horse and foot more than 1,700 
were slain, and more than 2,000 taken, whereof many of the 
best were smuggled away, some for friendship, some in return 
for ransom; but there came bound to Florence more than 
740 . . . and there was great gladness and rejoicing in 
Florence, with good cause, for at the said discomfiture were 
slain many captains and valiant men of the Ghibelline party 
and enemies of the Commonwealth erf Florence, and diere 
were brought low the arrogance and pride, not only of the 
Aretines, but of the whole Ghibelline party and of the 
Empire." 

Thus was won the famous battle of Campaldino; but 
Florence was by no means done with her Ghibelline enemies. 
Like all States whose power was in commerce, she was loath 
to fight, but being in it she was quite ruthless. 

** After the said victory," says Villani, " the trumpets were 
sounded for the return from the pursuit and the Florentine 
host was marshalled upon the field; and this done they de- 
parted to Bibbiena and took it without resistance ; and having 
plundered and despoiled it of all its wealth and much booty 
they caused the wdls and the fortified houses to be destrojred 
to the foundations, and many other villages round about, and 
they abode there eight days. Whereas if on the day following 



AREZZO AND BOBOO SAN SEPOLCRO 303 

the Florentine host had ridden upon Arezzo without doubt 
they would have taken the city ; but during that sojourn they 
that had escaped from the battle returned thither, and the 
peasants round about took refuge there, and order was taken 
for the defence and guard of the city. The host of the 
Florentines came thither after some days and laid siege to the 
city, continually laying waste the region round about, and taking 
their fortresses so that they gained them nearly all, some by 
force and some on conditions; and the Florentines caused 
many to be destroyed, but they kept possession of Castiglione 
of Arezzo and Montecchio and Rondine and Civitella and 
Laterina and Montesansavino. And with the host there went 
two of the Priors of Florence as inspectors ; and the Sienese 
came in a body with much force of horse and foot, after the 
defeat, to r^;ain their lands taken by the Aretines, and they 
took Ludgnano of Arezzo and Chiusura of Valdichiana on 
conditions. And the said Florentine host being at Arezzo in 
the <^d palace of the Bishops for twenty days, they laid waste 
all round about them, and they ran their races there on the 
feast of S. Giovanni and erected there many engines and hurled 
into the city asses with mitres on their heads in contempt and 
reproach of their Bishop, and raised many wooden towers and 
other works to attack the city ; and a fierce battle ensuing a 
great part of the palisade (for there was not then any other 
wall in that part) was burnt and laid low ; and if the captains 
of the host had made the besiegers fight lustily they would 
have taken the city by storm; but when they should have 
fought they caused the retreat to be sounded, wherefore they 
were held in abomination forasmuch as this was done through 
greed of gain ; for the which cause the people and the com- 
batants, losing heart, were slack in skirmishing and on guard ; 
wherefore the night following they of Arezzo issued forth and 
set fire to many wooden towers and burnt them, with many 
other works, and this done the Florentines lost hope of takmg 
the city by battle, and the better part of the host departedi 
leaving the aforesaid strongholds guarded to the end they 
might continually harry the city; and the host returned to 
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Florence on the 23rd day of July with great rejoicing and 
triumph.'' 

Thus failed the first attempt of the Florentines to take 
Arezzo. They paid dear enough for it Bishop Guglielmo 
was to come, and after him Bishop Guido Tarlati. These 
were great prelates and men of war after the fashion of the 
time, very powerful lords and feudatories of the Empire. 

The first thing we hear of Bishop Guido is that in the year 
of Corso Donati's death the Aretines sent him into exile with 
his friends, the Guelfs returned, and there was peace with 
Florence. But the star of the Empire was not yet set. 
Henry VII entered Italy, every Ghibelline in the peninsula 
lifted up his head, not least the Tarlati. Arezzo, in the hands 
of a faction, they took suddenly from the mountains by storm, 
and having got in they held it, and held it fast When the 
Empire went down in 1 313 they were not dblodged, and in 
1320 Guido is Bishop and Lord of Arezzo. His first act shows 
the statesman and the captain. He made friends with the 
most redoubtable enemy Florence ever had — Castruccio Cas- 
tracane. With this alliance and his famous band of knights 
he got back all the Ubertini and Pazzi had lost, for Florence 
had her hands full between Pisa and Castruccio. To the 
Aretine dominion he added many a place that till then had 
known nothing of her dominion, such as Lucignano and 
Chiusi, with many smaller places. He utterly destroyed 
Laterina out of hate for the Ubertini, and by treachery 
he took Cittk di Castello. Every power in Central Italy 
was soon allied with Florence against him. But he had 
crowned the Emperor with his own hands against the orders of 
the Pope, and he was friends with Castruccio. With these 
two allies he was safe. Though the Pope excommunicated 
him and gave his lordship to the Ubertini, he could not be 
removed save by death, which found him at last in 1327, 
when, after a quarrel with Castruccio, he went into the Pisan 
Maremma and died of fever in Montenero. It is strange that 
such a man should have died in his bed, but perhaps not so 
strange that he reconciled himself with the Church before the 
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end and received the Sacraments. His tomb in the Duomo 
by Agostino Agnolo da Siena tells the story of his life. 

After his death things went hardly with Arezzo. In 1335 
the Penigians besi^ed and took her, marking their victory 
with extraordinary insults and rejoicings. "The victorious 
Perugians," writes Mr. Hejrwood,' *'not only caused the 
prostitutes who followed die army to run a pnUo in a 
peculiarly shameless way, but actually supplemented the 
performance with a solemn Mass in the captured Cathedral, 
above which floated the Perugiao standard, the red lion of 
the Party Guelph on a white field. Money was coined within 
the sacred precincts, 'and (says the chronicler) there were 
also done many other despites which are not here set 
dowiL' Lastly the Penigians returned to Perugia. 'And the 
prostitutes who had run the polio at Arezzo returned; and 
they came all clad in rosy red, they and their horses ; and 
they brought with them the said polio. Moreover, many 
marble images were brought which were found in the said 
Cathedral, the which images were drawn on wagons by 
oxen ; and the oxen and the wagons were covered with red 
cloth ; and the said wagons were set before the wall of the 
Church of S. Lorenzo of Perugia toward the piazza ; and in like 
manner the said poUo was placed there, perptiuo ret memorie,^ " 

In the following year, 1336, Florence seized Arezzo, and 
though she got free again, yet forty-eight years later she came 
finally into the power of the Florentine Republic, sold by the 
Sieur Euguerrand de Courcy, a fineebooter, who had already 
besieged and sacked her. 

The fate of Arezzo was less unhappy than it might seem. 
Occupied by Florence at so early a date, she enjoyed all the 
advantages of the full and splendid life of that city, and, 
indeed, became, as it were, an outpost and suburb of the 
capital. Her citizens were never really loyal to Rorence, 
but Vasari the Aretine has not hesitated to fedsify history 
to do honour to the dty which ruled his native state. 

Perhaps this may explain the charm of Arezzo, her gift of 

' <* Palio and Ponte " (Methuen, 1904); p. ai, 
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serenity : she was able to be content ; nor, after the anxieties 
she must have suffered, the hatred and division she must have 
experienced under the Ubertini and the Tarlati, can we be 
surprised at her acquiescence in a rule alien but stable. 
However this may be, it is as a dty of profound quiet that 
we find her to-day, set with trees and great open spaces within 
her fair walls of brick at the head of those three valleys at the 
foot of the mountains. 

Full of monuments as she is to her illustrious dead, it is 
not to them but to her churches we look for evidence of her 
splendour. Nor are we disappointed, for her churdies per- 
fectly reflect her history — they are full of the best works of 
alien masters. 

There is S. Francesco, for instance, which one comes to 
first on leaving the station : a Franciscan church, of course, 
built nobly in the Franciscan style in 1322. A few works by 
Spinello Aretino greet us, it is true : a fresco on the entrance 
wall of Christ in the house of Simon with S. Mary Magdalen ; 
and on the wall of the south transept we come upon his work 
again in a delightful Annunciation. Another Aretine master, 
Lorentino d' Arezzo, has painted in fresco— work now badly 
injured — the chapel of S. Antonio. And Spinello Aretino 
has some fine work in the chamber of the tower. But what 
we come to S. Francesco to see is not the work of such 
masters as these, but the strong and beautiful work of Piero 
della Francesca in the choir — ^work that one cannot better 
anywhere in Tuscany, nor, indeed, easily find its match. 

The legend of the Holy Cross, its history from the beginning 
of the world until it was discovered by the Emperor Heraclius 
and later by S. Helena, which Piero della Francesca has 
painted here — by far the most considerable piece of work 
that he achieved during his whole life — ^is one of the more 
curious dreams of the Christian mind. No longer upheld 
in its entirety by the Catholic Church, it is nevertheless 
true in its intention, since, for the Middle Age at least, the 
Cross was indeed a lovely branch of the Tree of Life which 
is in the mi^st of the Paradise of God. The beautiful legend 
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told by Jacques de Voragine in the thirteenth century, and 
translated into English by William Cazton, is but one--albeit 
perhaps the loveliest— of those histories he thought worthy to 
be called *' legends worth their weight in gold." 

" The Holy Cross," Voragine tells us, "was found two hundred 
years after the resurrection of our Lord. It is read in the 
Gospel of Nicodemus that when Adam waxed sick, Seth, his 
son, went to the gates of Paradise terrestrial for to get the oil 
of mercy for to anoint withal his Other's body. Then ap- 
peared to him S. Michael the angel, and said to him : Travail 
not thou in vain for this oil, for thou mayst not have it till five 
thousand and five hundred years be past, how be it that from 
Adam unto the Passion of our Lord were but five thousand one 
hundred and thirty-three years. In another place it is read that 
the angel brought him a branch, and commanded him to plant 
it . . . When Seth came again he found his father dead, 
and planted this tree upon his grave, and it endured there 
unto the time of Solomon, and because he saw that it was fSeur 
he did do hew it down and set it in his house named Sattus. 
And when the Queen of Sheba came to visit Solomon she 
worshipped this tree, because she said the Saviour of all the 
world should be hanged thereon, by whom the realm of the 
Jews shall be defaced and cease. Solomon for this cause 
made it to be taken up and dolven deep in the ground. 
Now it happened after, that they of Jerusalem did do make a 
great pit for a piscina, whereat the ministers of the Temple 
should wash their beasts that they should sacrifice, and there 
found this tree and this piscina had such virtue that the angels 
descended and moved the water, and the first sick man that 
descended into the water after the moving was made whole of 
whatsoever sickness he was sick of. And when the time ap- 
proached of the Passion of our Lord this tree arose out of the 
water and floated above the water, and of this piece of timber 
made the Jews the Cross of our Lord. Then, after this 
history, the Cross by which we be saved came of the tree by 
which we were danmed,' and the water of that piscina had 

It was a branch of the Tree of Life that the angel gave to Seth, 
according to another version. 
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not this virtue only ci the angel bat of the tree. With this 
tree whereof the Cross was made there was a tree that went 
overthwart on which the arms of our Lord were nailed, and 
another piece above which was the table wherein the title was 
written, and another piece wherein the socket or mortise was 
made, wherein the body of the Cross stood in, so that there 
were four manner of trees, that is of palm, ci cypress, of cedar, 
and of olive. So each of these four pieces was of one of these 
trees. This blessed Cross was put in the earth and hid by the 
space of a hundred years and more, but the mother of the 
Emperor which was named Helena found it in this manner. 
For Constantine came with a great multitude of barbarians 
right unto the river ci the Danube, which would have gone 
over for to have destroyed all the country. And when Con- 
stantine had assembled his host he went and set them against 
that other party, but as soon as he began to pass the river 
he was much afraid because he should on the mom have 
battle. And in the night, as he slept in his bed, an angel 
awoke him and showed him the sign of the Cross in heaven 
and said to him : Behold on high in heaven. Then he saw 
the Cross made of right clear light and was written thereupon 
with letters of gold : In this sign thou shalt overcome the 
battle. Then was he all comforted of this vision, and on the 
mom he put in his banner the cross and made it to be borne 
tofore him and his host, and after smote in the host of his 
enemies and slew and chased great plenty. After this he did 
do call the bishops of the idols and demanded them to what 
god the sign of the Cross appertained. And when they could 
not answer, some Christian men that were there told him the 
mystery of the Cross and informed him in the fSuth of the 
Trinity. These anon he believed perfectly in God and did do* 
baptize him, and after it happed tiiat Constantine his son 
remembered the victory of his father and sent to Helena his 
mother for to find the Holy Cross. Then Hdena went in to 
Jerusalem and did do assemble all the wise men of the 
country, and when they were assembled they would fein know 
wherefore they were called Then one Judas said to them : 
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I wot well that she wSl know of us where the Cross of Jesu 
Christ was laid, but beware you all that none of you tell 
her, for I wot well then shall our law be destroyed. . • . And 
the Queen called them and demanded them the place 
where our Lord Jesu Christ had been crucified, and they 
would never tell ne enseign her. Then commanded she to 
bum them all, but then they doubted and were afraid and 
delivered Judas to her and said : Lady, this man is the son of 
a prophet and of a just man, and knoweth right well the law 
and can tell to you all things that ye shall demand him. 
Then the Queen let all the others go and retained Judas with- 
out more. Then she showed to him his life and death and 
bade him choose which he would. Show to me, said she, 
the place named Golgotha where our Lord was crucified, 
because, and to the end that we may find the Cross. Then 
said Judas : It is two hundred years passed and more and I was 
not then bom. Then said to him the Lady : By Him that 
was arudfied I shall make thee perish for hunger if thou tell 
not to me the tmth. Then made she him to be cast into a 
dry pit and there tortured him by hunger and evil rest. 
When he had been seven days in that pit then said he : If I 
might be drawn out, I should say the tmth. Then he was 
drawn out, and when he came to the place, anon the earth 
moved, and a fume of great sweetness was felt, in such wise 
that Judas smote his hands together for joy and said: In tmth 
Jesu Christ, Thou art the Saviour of the world. It was so 
that Hadrian the Emperor had do make, in the same place 
where ^e Cross lay, a Temple of a goddess,because that all they 
that came in that place ^ould adore that goddess, but the 
Queen did do destroy the Temple. Then Judas made him 
ready and began to dig^ and when he came to twenty paces 
deep he found three crosses and brought them to the Queen, 
and because he knew not which was the Cross of our Lord, he 
laid them in the middle of the city, and abode the demon- 
strance of God ; and about the hour of noon there was the 
corpse of a young man brought to be buried. Judas retained 
the bier and laid upon it one of the crosses, and after the 
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second, and when he laid on it the third anon the body that 
was dead came again to life. . . . When Helena had the 
Cross of Jesu Christ and saw that she had not the nails then 
she sent to Bishop Quiriacus that he should go to the place 
and seek the nails. Then did he dig in the eartii so long 
that he found them shining as gold ; then bare he them to the 
Queen, and anon as she saw them she worshipped them with 
great reverence. Then gave S. Helena a part of the Cross to 
her son and that other part she left in Jerusalem closed in 
gold, silver, and precious stones. And her son bare the nails 
to the Emperor, and the Emperor did do set them in his bridle 
and in his helm when he went to battle. . . . 

** Now Cosdroe, King of the Persians, subdued to his empire 
all the realms of the world and he came to Jerusalem and was 
afeard and adrad of the sepulchre of our Lord, and returned, 
but he bare with him the part of the Holy Cross that S. 
Helena had left there. And then he would be worshipped of 
all the people as a God and did do make him a tower of gold 
and of silver wherein precious stones shone, and made therein 
the images of the sun and of the moon and of the stars, and 
made that by subtle conduits water to be hid and to come 
down in manner of rain. And in the last stage he made 
horses to draw chariots round about like as they had moved 
the tower and made it to seem as it had thundered. And 
thus this cursed man abode in this temple and delivered his 
realm to his son and did do set the Cross of our Lord 
by him and commanded that he should be called God of 
all the people. And as it is read in Zidro de Mitrali Officio : 
the said Cosdroe, resident in his throne as a father, set the 
tree of the Cross on his right side instead of the sun, and the 
cock on the left side instead of the Holy Ghost, and com- 
manded that he should be called father. And then HeracUus 
the Emperor assembled a great host and came for to fight 
with the son of Cosdroe by the river of Danube ; and then it 
pleased to either prince that each of them should fight one 
against tiiat other upon the bridge and he that should vanquish 
and overcome his adversary should be prince of the Empire, 
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without hurting either of both hosts, and so it was ordained 
and sworn, and that whosomever should help his prince should 
have forthwith his legs and arms cut off and to be plunged and 
cast into the river. And then Heradius commended him all 
to God and to the Holy Cross with all the devotion that he 
might and then they fought long. And at last our Lord gave 
the victory to Heraclius and subdued to him his Empire. . . . 
Then Heraclius came to Cosdroe and found him sitting in his 
si^e of gold and said to him: For as much as after this 
manner thou hast honoured the tree of the Cross if thou wilt 
receive baptbm and the faith of Jesu Christ I shall get it to 
thee, and yet shalt thou hold thy crown and realm with little 
hostages and I shall let thee have thy life. And if thou wilt 
not I shall slay thee with my sword and shall smite off thy 
head And when he would not accord thereto, he did anon do 
smite off his head, and commanded that he should be buried 
because he was a king. And he found with him one his son 
of the age of ten years whom he did do baptize, and lifted him 
from the font and left to him the realm of his father; and 
then did do wrak that tower and gave the silver to them of his 
host and gave the gold and the precious stones for to repair 
the churches that the tyrant had destroyed and took the Holy 
Cross and brought it again to Jerusalem. . • J* 

It is this golden legend that Piero has painted so vigorously 
here in the choir of S. Francesco. How far are we in con- 
templating these frescoes from the passionate asceticism, the 
unearthly beauty of Fra Angelico or Simone Martini ! It is as 
though a new desire had suddenly been bom into the world — 
a desire for life where Simone, after all, would have been content 
with beauty. What magnificent vitality have those beautiful 
women, how valiant are those men, how puissant those angels ! 
And, above all, Piero has filled heaven and earth with radiant 
light. It is in the clear and nimble air, in the fSur white 
light ci our real and beautiful daylight, that he alone of his con- 
temporaries has dared at last to paint man and woman in all 
the sweet energy of life, full of that long breath of God which 
at dawn in a garden first gave us light. The air, exquisite as a 
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predoas stone Cundy odoored irith the though of God, 
the £Eur flesh of his figures as in our world, only he has given it 
some perfection which we can only hope to see. For his light 
is the light of the profound air of heaven, and he seems to 
rejoice and be glad in it, as the musical lark which adventures 
nearer than we dare to the sun, which is as the smile of God. 
He has already discovered that there is no black in all our 
world. Along the long horizon of the east he has laid the 
shadow of the fingers of God, which is the fairest sunrise ; and 
it is the flash of an angel's wings that obscures the moonbeams 
with light, while through the tired eyelids, delicate and trans- 
lucent, of the great emperor, dazzles the Cross, itself a glowing 
jewel, which brings heaviness to an end with a vision of morn- 
ing. Those clouds for ever a-sail so delicately in the sky, 
what are they but light expressed and made visible, more 
fragile than the sunbeams, of which indeed they are the 
delicate, white daughters, made not of earth, but of dew and 
light and the jewelled fragments of the sea? They have the 
shape of the wings of angels, and they are as £Eur as the fiedrest 
They are the ships of heaven burthened with light. They are 
the children of the sun ; from him they set out whiter than 
snow in the dawn, to him they will return at evening, drenched 
through and through with the colour of heaven. For Piero 
alone of all his fellows seems to have observed a new form of 
energy in light itself; to him it is the one thing that is vay 
precious. He perhaps understood that the act of creation 
began and ended with Jnat Lux. From that moment life 
began, and lasts while the sun, or the light, or the moon, or 
the stars be not darkened, or the ceaseless dawns that encircle 
our world be not finished, or the luminous night shall still 
climb out of the reluctant sea, until the shadows flee away 
because there is no more light under the sky, since it has fled 
back into the eyes of God. 

One lonely and magnificent figure he left behind him at 
Arezzo in the Cathedral — a figure of S. Mary Magdalen, very 
noble and reticent. She adorns no altar, but in a quiet 
comer of the great churdi — a Uttle lonely, because, perhaps, 
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unlike the great multitude of the saints^ she has loved much, 
and seen, and understood, and has suffered great experiences, 
and only learned to acquiesce at last in the scrupulous orderli- 
ness of God because of love — she stands very sorrowful, since 
she alone of all those clouds on clouds of saints really under- 
stands. Well, it is always so; we find Piero emotionally 
under the influence of the Middle Age, and yet himself 
perhaps a kind of emancipator or deliverer from its mysticism, 
at times hardly less astonishing than Luca Signorelli, his pupil. 
For he, too, was occupied rather with his art than with the 
expression of ideas about religion. He was the first painter, 
perhaps, to study perspective scientifically. Problems of light, 
the action of light on beautiful faces or hair, the action of 
light upon light, would certainly seem to have fosdnated him 
almost all his life long. And yet he has not discarded the 
ideas that were then gradually becoming less insistent in the 
world, but in all their modesty and beauty he has used them 
without question as a means of attaining a beauty bought 
with mudi toil and feverish endeavour. His Magdalen is 
not the ecstatic and splendid courtesan that we see on Titian's 
canvas, but a beautiful and lonely woman, who will ever 
remember that lingering dawn in the garden, when, in the 
midst of her passionate weeping, the gardener came so quietly 
and spoke her name, and in a moment she knew Him whom 
she had loved. 

Other things, too, there are in that beautiful Italian church, 
though none so fine as this Magdalen. The tomb of Gregory X 
in the right aisle, and close by, over an early Christian sar- 
cophagus, a fresco of the Crucifixion by Spinello Aretino. 
Nor is Spinello the only Aretine artist whose work we find 
here, for the fine sculptures of the high altar — the Madonna 
with S. Gregory and S. Donato, with scenes from the lives of 
those saints — are from the hand of Giovanni di Francesco da 
Arezzo, and were made about 1365. 

In the left aisle we come upon the noble tomb — ^the work 
of the two Sienese, Agostino and Agnok) — of the great and 
terrible Bbhop Guido Tarlati, whereon, set forth in carving, 
are the scenes of his life even as I have told them. 
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Close by opeon the chapel of the Madonna, a building of 
the eighteenth century. We shall scarcely rejcHce in it, 
though we shall at what it contains — five excellent terra- 
cottas by Andrea della Robbia. 

In the sacristy — ^why in the sacristy ? — b a fine terra-cotta 
relief of the Annunciation by Antonio Rossellino, a fresco by 
Bartolommeo della Gatta of S. Jerome in penitence and three 
predella pictures by his master, Luca Signorelli, of the Birth, 
Presentation, and Marriage of the Blessed Virgin. 

But perhaps the most beautiful church in Arezzo is not the 
Cathedral, fine though it be, but S. Maria della Pieve, with its 
tower and fine facade and sculptures. Within, too, it is 
delightful, and it holds a very great treasure — an altarpiece 
by Pietro Lorenzetti. Built up in compartments with pin- 
nacles, this splendid work was painted in Siena in 1320. 
There we see the Blessed Virgin, in half-length, with our Lord 
in her arms between S. John Baptist, S. Matthew, S. John 
Evangelist, and S. Donato. Above is the Aimunciation and 
the Assumption, S. Luke and S. Vincent and S. Catherine, 
S. Paul and another Saint, S. Marcellinus, S. Augustine, and 
S. Agatha ; over all stands S. Reparata. 

Only a man of the greatest force could have compassed 
this fine and even passionate work. The hand of Pietro is 
everywhere visible, and the picture may, in fact, take its place 
beside the work of Giotto. There is no predella^ and, save - 
for some abrasion in the face of the infant Saviour, the 
work is in perfect preservation. 

Coming out of the church we pass under Vasari's Logge to 
the Corso and the Palazzo Pubblico, now a prison. Close 
by is the Via dell' Orto, where at No. 22 Petnut:h was bom. 
He was an Aretine only by chance, his father having been 
expelled from Florence but a few months before his birth. 
He left the city when he was still a child, and only once 
returned to it, in 1350, when he went to Rome for the 
Jubilee. 

Of the other churches of Arezzo, only S. Bernardo and 
the SS. Annunziata hold anything very well worth seeing. 
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S. Bernardo is in the Via di S. Bernardo, a taming out of the 
Corso near the station, and there in a lunette over the entrance 
is a vision of S. Bernard by Bartolommeo della Gatta. The 
Santissima Annunziata, which is reached from the Corso by the 
Via Garibaldi, is a fine Renaissance church built by Antonio 
da Sangallo; it contains a fresco of the Evangelists by 
Spinello Aretino, and a pictiure of the Madonna and Child 
with S. Francis by Pietro da Cortona. 

Close by where the Via Garibaldi crosses the Via di S. Loren- 
tino is the Museum, with a small picture gallery on the second 
floor. Here are some characteristic works by Margharitone 
of Arezzo, together with a fine Signorelli, the Madonna, 
Saints, and Prophets, painted in 15 19 for the Compagna di 
S. Girolamo ; and two works by Bartolommeo della Gatta — ^a 
S. Roch standing, painted in 1479, ^^^ ^ S* Roch kneeling. 
Here, too, is a fine Tabernacle by Alunno di Domenico, a 
Magdalen and S. Antony at the foot of the Cross, a beautiful 
work by Sellajo, Madonna of the Rose-hedge, and a Christ 
bearing the Cross, by Rosso Fiorentino. 

There are also several works by Vasari, one of Arezzo's 
most valiant sons. 

These are the more obvious treasures of a city which is 
in itself one of the most delightful of Tuscan towns, a place, 
too, that is the key to a whole world of fine country and beau- 
tiful things ; the Casentino, for instance, and the upper Val 
d' Amo and the great pass into the Tiber Valley with Borgo 
S. Sepolcro as a prize at the end. Of the Casentino I have 
spoken elsewhere, and in truth we need not go so far as 
that to find one of those delights to which Arezzo is the gate. 
Only some half-mile out of the Barriera Vittorio Emanuele, 
taking the second road on the right and then the first on the 
left, is the Chim:h of S. Maria delle Grazie, with a fine porch 
by Benedetto da Majano and an altar by Andrea della Robbia. 
Here, too, is a fresco of the Madonna of Mercy by Bartolo di 
Fredi, and a fragment of a scene from the life of S. Donato by 
Piero della Francesca. 

But the most beautiful of all these treasures to which Arezzo 
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holds the key is Borgo San Sepolcro in theTiber Valley. Though 
it is very (ax over the hills you may nowadays go ea^y th^ie 
and back in a day by the little railway which crosses the 
mountains by the aid of many turmels, and takes you easily 
over the great watershed that divides Val d' Amo from Val 
di Tevere. There are very few things more lovely in the world 
than the upper valley of the Amo, but one of them is, I think, 
the upper vsdley of the Tiber. It b a landscape more virile 
than Umbria — ^a landscape by Piero della Francesca, in fact, and 
in Borgo it is his work you find, for the little town is his birth- 
place. 

That " Resurrection of Christ " in the Municipio is perhaps 
the most beautiful representation of the triumph of Christ in 
the world. You journey over the mountains from Arezzo for 
hours amid all the ckar beauty of Tuscan hills that have 
something not Tuscan about them, and at last in the valley 
of the Tiber you come upon a tiny city at the foot of Monte 
Maggiore of the Central Apennines. There, amid all the 
quietness of a coimtry place, in the cool rooms of the 
Munidpio, are set such works of Piero as remain in his 
birthplace — an altarpiece in oil and tempera, till lately in 
the Ospedale della Misericordia, and two frescoes, S. Ludovico 
and the Resurrection. 

The fresco of the Resurrection comes upon us with a kind 
of surprise ; we had not suspected Piero of so much thought- 
frilness. It is as though he had listened to some voice, or 
seen a vision, or on son^ fortunate day had been led away the 
captive of Love, for him as for Dante a Lord of terrible aspect, 
who has shown him the places of Death and Sorrow. In the 
cold light of the earliest morning, mere sunless dawn as yet, 
Christ has risen and is standing in His tomb. His experience 
is in His face, the dawn of knowledge, perhaps, of the sorrows 
of humanity. It is as though for the first time He had really 
understood the power of evil, to which, after all, we are so 
unwillingly the slaves, the hopeless misery of that state of 
imperfect love. The noise of Hell has furrowed His face, 
and He has only just escaped into our quiet world. Beneath 
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that terrible and beautiful figure, inspired for the first time 
with thought, down whose endless vistas His soul has 
fled these three days, lie four sc^diers, sleeping in the 
noiseless twilight. Behind the green trees on the right the 
first exquisite frail light of dawn is coming to comfort 
the worid, and with the return of the Prince of Life the 
first day of spring has come; already the flowers have 
blossomed and the trees have budded behind Him as He 
came out of the sunrise, and when He shall turn at last into 
the garden, where Mary will find Him, those bare boughs, 
that naked hill-side, that brown and sterile earth will quicken, 
too, even as the hills that He has already crossed. All the 
passion of His encounter with Death and the dead is graven 
on His fiftce, and though men sleep He can know no rest ; 
He is up before them, and the whole long day is waiting for 
Him. He is stronger than Time, which has swept everything 
away, for He who made Death has struck him dead again. 
Yes, in looking on this firesco one seems to understand that 
for all those years before He came there is only silence. For 
Piero has expressed not only the old magical truths of 
Paganism and Christianity, the joy of the world at the 
coming of Spring, the triumph of the Prince of Life in a 
worid pallid with the fear of Death, but the subtler and 
more terrible thoughts, too, of the age of thought that was 
just then dawning on the world. He seems to see a God 
no longer delicate and exquisitely pitiful, gracious and vic- 
torious in an encounter where the end was not doubtful for 
a moment, but one innocent and almost ignorant of evil 
and the tragedy of mankind, suddenly 'confronted with it. 

Well may we call Piero the master of Signorelli, the Orvieto 
frescoes are implicit in this terrible Christ But, curiously 
enough, nothing of Piero is to be found in the Standard by 
Luca here in the Munidpio of Borgo San Sepolcro. The 
Crucifixion, which covers one side of this Standard, is a work 
of restless dramatic realism, and, in fact, the least successful 
of all Signorelli's renderings of this subject. It is heavy and 
hard and without harmony. We turn from it with relief to 



3i8 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 

the Penigino in the Daomo or to the Matteo di Giovanni 
there and at the Send. 

The Ascension by Penigino in the Duomo b a beautiful 
work, though only in part by the master. It is divided into 
t?70 parts: above Christ in a mandorla of Cherubim, sur- 
roimded by angels playing music, ascends into heaven ; while 
below Madonna, surrounded by the Twelve Apostles with S. 
Paul, watches His flight very wistfully. Far away we catch a 
glimpse of the world, while the sky is serene and full of air 
in which delicate clouds float, on which the four angels stand 
playing, and seem about to dance for joy. 

The Matteo di Giovanni here is an interesting work, a 
poljrptych, the centre panel of which, the Baptism, by Piero 
della Francesca, b now in the National Gallery. Piero had 
painted there a figure almost as strange and tragic as the 
Christ of the Resurrection, and about it Matteo placed some 
charming scenes and figures — scenes from the' life of the 
Blessed Virgin and S. John the Baptist, with SS. Peter and 
Paul 

Better than this poljrptych is Matteo's work in the Servi 
Church, painted in 1457, an Assumption with S. Paul and S. 
Lucy, S. John Baptist, and S. Filippo Benizzi. 

It was with such things as these in my heart that I made 
my way back to Arezzo^ and, regretting them, took my leave 
of Sou^em Tuscany. 



NOTES 

Note lipage /^ 

ON the history of Castel-Florentino the reader should 
consult M. CiONi in " Miscellanea Storica della 
Valdelsa,'' An vi (1898), fasc 2 and 3. Signor Cioni gives 
us a documented account of Castel-Fiorentino during the 
reign of Henry VII and a Summary of the history of the 
city. He argues that Castel-Fiorentino was the " centre of the 
national defence" in the year 131 2-13 when Henry attacked 
Florence at the behest of Dante. With his conclusions I am 
not altogether in agreement. Henry VII came into Tuscany 
from Rome by way of Todi, Arezzo, and the Val d* Amo 
superiore^ where at Indsa (Ancisa) the Florentines compelled 
him to fight before, encamping at S. Salvi, he was able to lay 
dege to Florence. This was in Septemb^, 1312. There he 
remained, surrounding the city it is true, but never daring to 
attack, till i November, when, in the night, he crossed the 
Amo and set out viS^ S. Casdano for PoggibonsL So £eu: all 
the defence as well as the attack had taken place far to the 
east of Castel-Florentino. 

In Poggibonsi the Emperor was attacked from CoUe and 
S. Gimignano by the forces of King Robert and of Florence 
respectively, "so that his state was much diminished." His 
forces were further depleted by the departure of Rupert of 
Flanders, who, as he marched up Val d' Elsa, was taken on the 
flank at Castd-Florentino, and a great part of his men were 
slain. This is the first time Castel-Fiorentino comes into the 

story. 

319 
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On 9 March, 1313, Henry himself with scarce 1,000 horse, 
marched 'up Val d' Elsa into Val d' Amo and so to Pisa. 
That he was not attacked as he passed Castel-Florentino 
is not surprising, for no burgher levies, however numerous, 
would be likely to leave the shelter of their walls to attack 
1,000 German troops. It is surprising, however, if Castd- 
Fiorentino were " the centre of the national defence," seeing 
that only a short time before Rupert of Flanders had been 
crushed. 

In Pisa Henry remained till 5 August, 131 3, when he 
set out for Naples considerably strengthened [see Villani, 
''Cronica,'' lib. ix, cap. 51]. On the way he attacked 
Castel-Fiorentino, but was evidently not anxious to take it, 
for the assault was unsuccessful and not pressed, and ten days 
later we find he had passed Siena and was encamped at 
Stigliano and Orgia on 16 August, forty miles from Castel- 
florentino, and this after encamping at Montaperto and 
n^otiations with Siena. On 24 August he was dead in 
Buonconvento. 

Such is the story of the Emperor's attack on Tuscany, and I 
do not find any evidence there at all to support the statement 
that Castel-Fiorentino, which Professor Villari in his account 
of the afiair does not so much as name, was " the centre of the 
national defence " as asserted by Signor Cioni. 



NoU 2, p€^ 58 

While it is true to say that history has little or nodiing to 
do with the town of Poggibonsi, strictly, I suppose, one should 
not dissever the history of the dorgafa from that of the cos fella. 
In regard to Poggibonsi, however, I think such a separation is 
to be defended, for while the town of Poggibonsi has no inter- 
national significance, the castello above it is of considerable 
importance. 

The town {borgata) of Poggibonsi Is, however, of consider- 
able antiquity. It was founded after the battle of CoUe, 
*' when the Florentines, with Count Guido di Montfort (1270), 
vicar in Tuscany for King Charles, destroyed Poggibonsi [the 
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casUUo] and demolished the walls. Then the ferragzam^ 
deprived of all civil jurisdiction, were constrained to descend 
into the plain, where they built an open borgaia. Hence the 
origin of what we call modem Poggibonsi." See Razzi in 
" Miscellanea Storica della Valdelsa," An v (1897), fasc. 2. 
Cf. Repetti " Dizionario," not only under " Poggibonsi " but 
also under " Poggio Imperiale." 

Poggibonsi, or Poggi-Bonzi, as Lassells calls it, certainly 
existed as a flourishing town with a '' famous " snuff factory in 
the seventeenth century. Richard Lassells came to Poggi- 
bonsi from Florence precisely along the route of the Emperor 
Henry VII. "From hence" [Florence], he says, "passing 
through San Cassiano we arrived at night at Poggi-Bonzi, a 
little towne famous for perfumed Tobacco in powder, which the 
Italians and Spaniards take &rre more frequently than we, as 
needing neither candle nor tinder-boxe to light it withall ; nor 
useing any other pipes than their owne noses." 

As for the castello of Poggibonsi that the Florentines 
destroyed after the battle of Colle, it rose again in Florentine 
hands to figure in the battle of 1479, when, after the &ilure of 
the Pazzi conspiracy, Pope Sixtus IV having leagued himself 
with Siena and Ferrante of Naples, the allies invaded the 
Florentine territory and won a victory at Poggio Imperiale. 
See W. Heywcod, "A Pictorial Chronicle of Siena" (Torrini, 
Siena, 1902), pp. 71-2. This victory is commemorated in the 
Sala del Mappamondo of the Palazzo Pubblico in Siena in a 
fresco by Francesco di Andrea and Giovanni di Cristofono. 
See Broghbsi e Banchi, " Anovi Documenti per la storia delF 
arte Senese " (Siena, Torrini, 1898), p. 226. 

After taking Poggibonsi ^e allies attacked Colle, but the 
place made a gallant defence, even the women fighting in 
the breaches made by the cannon. They were beaten at last, 
however, and the triumphal entry of the allies is commemorated 
in one of the Tavolette di Gabella. Cf. W. Hevwood, op. cit, 
p. 72. 

Note I, page 77 

On this legend, the substantial truth of which seems very 
doubtful, see L. Banchi, " Le origini favolese di Siena secondo 
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una presunta cronica romana di Tisbo Colonnese" (Siena 
Tip. all' ins. di S. Bernardino, 1882 (per le nozze Papand 
Girandini). 

Note ^ page 11 

What we know of Roman Siena we owe entirely to the 
enthusiasm and learning of P. Rossi in two Conferenze^ and 
several articles in the BuUeitino Senese di Storia Patria. 
Consult especially "Siena, Colonia Romano" in Confereme 
della Com, Sen. di Stor, Patria (Siena, 1897) and "Le 
Inscrizioni romana del territorio senese". in Bullettino Senese 
vols, ii, iv, &c. 



The Birth of the Commune 

Note 5, page 78 

There was certainly something more than the mere germ of 
feudalism in Italy before Charlemagne. It is impossible to go 
into the subject here. As to the Bishops, Lanzani ("Storia dei 
Comuni Italiani dalle origini al 1313 ") points out, their power 
was in great part due to the reforms of Charlemagne. But 
even before his day they had been large landed proprietors, 
and were then among the principal tenants in capite of the 
Crown, ranking with marquises and counts and forming part 
of the ordines majores of the feudal nobility. Moreover, tiieir 
spiritual dignity and the fact that their ecclesiastical benefices 
were not hereditary seemed to commend them for temporal 
power also. In the anarchy which followed the death of 
Charlemagne they confirmed their power, acquiring many of 
the prerogatives the Crown was unable to exercise which 
it seemed could safely be conceded as life privileges to an 
elective aristocracy. The chief gainer, however, by the rise 
of the Bishops was not the Crown but the Italian people, who 
at that time formed the lowest class of the inhabitants of the 
cities, and who, though in a state of political inferiority, 
carried on all the manufactures, the trade and commerce of 
the country. Feudalism at first proved not favourable to the 
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social position of the trading classes. The Bishop, whose 
ecclesiastical dignity was for many purposes a civil office^ 
appeared really as an emancipator. For it is certain that 
every privilege and immunity conceded by the Sovereign to 
the Bishop tended to decrease the power and authority of 
the lay representatives of the Crown within the walls of the 
cities. In the inevitable struggle it was only natural that 
the Italians, <>., the mass of the urban population, should 
prefer a ruler whose interests were bound up with those of 
their city and who had, in fact, raised walls to protect them 
from the hordes of barbarians who marched from one end of 
Italy to the other, whose natural prey they were. We have 
thus a state within a state, a gau within a gau^ and within the 
civic territory we find two forces in opposition ; both feudal, 
both owing their origin to the same ideas. The government 
of the Count continued to exhibit that spirit of individualism 
and of disintegration which, apart from the cities, characterized 
for centuries the political movement in Italy: that of the 
Bishop lent itself gradually more and more to the evolution 
of the civitas. Presently every vestige of the political unity of 
the gau is lost and forgotten, save the obligation of the free 
man to join the heribannus when summoned by the Count in 
the name of the Sovereign ; and finally even this relic of his 
authority is taken from the Count, and we see the city with its 
two classes of population under the exclusive and undisputed 
authority of the Bishop, whose dominion in Siena at any rate 
seems to have reached beyond the walls over a considerable 
tract of suburban territory. 

Thus rises clearly before us the ctvitas and the contado {comi- 
tatus) \ the ctvitas governed by laws and traditions which were 
Latin, the contado by those of the Teutonic race. We should 
almost certainly be wrong, however, if we were to attribute the 
foundation of municipal government in Italy to the latin 
population. The population of the cities was mixed always : 
the pioneers of Italian enfranchisement were probably the 
Lombardi and Cattani. (See G. Volpe, "Questioni fonda- 
mentali sulF origine e svolgimento dei Comuni Italiani" 
(sec. x-xiv), Pisa, Tip. Successori Fratelli Nistri, 1904.) 

In Siena, probably more than in any other city, the Count 
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continued to exercise beside the Bishop some considerable 
authority within the city itself. It was not the Count, whom 
even in Siena the Bishop had superseded, who brought the 
rule of the Bishops low at last. It was war. The guilds and 
associations of handicraftsmen were of necessity converted 
into military companies. Soon every quarter of the city had 
its Captain and its banner. And it is here we discover the 
germs of the next political movement. 

As yet the Italian had no share in his own government. He 
had been ruled by the Count and then by the Bishop. The 
dependence of the latter in time of war on the associations 
and guilds for fighting-men brought about a new state oi 
afi^Eurs. To begin with, it split the whole body of citizens into 
two great classes, never very clearly defined, it is true, but in 
the mass obvious enough — the tnilites or fighting-men and the 
populus. The former were most probably chiefly composed 
of the lower Teutonic nobility. They saw their opportunity 
in the dependence of the State upon their services as soldiers 
and seized it. They demanded a part in their own govern- 
ment, and it was impossible to deny it to them. Thus rose 
the consuls, their representatives, who at first seem to have 
advised the Bishop, then ruled with him, and at length super- 
seded him altogether. In the first half of the twelfth century 
we find the Bishop and the consuls associated in the govern- 
ment of the city and the latter already becoming predominant 
Just how these changes came about we do not know, the 
Chronicles are silent; but it seems certain that the lower 
feudal nobility within the city were the authors of a change 
that was by no means of purely Latin origin. 

Thus rose the Commune, a mixed government, lay and 
ecclesiastic, which seems to have been particularly perfect 
in Siena. What was this Commune? It was absolutely 
aristocratic. The people (populus) was still a very pitiable 
thing. It was not till 1147 ^^ it won its first modest victory 
and elected a consul to represent it. This probably came 
about by mediation of the Bishop, who possibly hoped to 
retain his power by creating a formidable opponent to the 
consul of the milites. There was no doubt much bitterness 
between the two parties {tnilites and populus\ and the move 



NOTES 325 

was very likely effective at the moment But the effective 
representation of the people doomed the power of the Bishop, 
and already in 1158 the Emperor acknowledged the existence 
of the Commune, probably gladly, and protected it. And 
when, in 1169, Bishop Ranieri, who had ruled so long and so 
well, quarrelled with the consuls who wished to compel the 
Sienese clergy to transfer their allegiance to the antipope, the 
end was come. After placing Siena under an interdict, he 
fled for his life, and not long after died in Narni, on 27 May, 
1 1 70. (See Langton Douglas, "A History of Siena," 
pp. 22-27.) The final popular victory was achieved eighty 
years later, when, in 1253, the arti appear effectively upon 
the scene and the Captain of the People was established. The 
Rise of the Commune then may be summed up under the 
following heads : — 

(a) The Counts are superseded by the Bishops. 

ifi) The Bishops are superseded by the Commune, com- 
posed at first of nolnii and gentiiuomini, 

(y) The Popuhis imposes itself upon the Commune. The 
movement began in 1147 and was really completed 
in 1253 with the establishment of the Captain of the 
People. 

The reader may consult with profit Mr. Heywood's 
"Guide to Siena," p. 30. 

Note 6^page 81 

It would be consoling to believe that Siena thus early 
established a civilized and Latin rule in the contado in place 
of the barbarism of the nobles. But that she did not is 
certain. It is possible that the Customary Law of Siena at 
this time contained the germs of a civilized order, but the 
reader must not confuse — even at a later period — the internal 
halation of the Commune with Siena's feudal rule in the 
contado. See infra^ p. 330, note 9. 
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Thb Fourtbenth Century in Siena 
Note 7, pages 76, 92 

The sketch I have given of Sienese history, slight as it is, 
embraces all that period in which there remained to her a 
chance of holding her own in Tuscany. After the battle of 
Colle that chance was no longer hers : the victory of Florence 
was certain. Of course, as has been said, the eventual 
triumph of Florence was in some sort certain from the 
beginning. The geographical position of Siena denied her 
too much in comparison with her rival. But for years she had 
been able to hold her own, and at Montaperto had for a 
moment seen Florence at her mercy. She refused the oppor- 
tunity offered by the chance of battle of disposing of her 
enemy once and for all, and that opportunity was never to 
recur. Why ? 

In a book such as this political questions can only be dealt 
with very briefly, but we may perhaps try to give some hint of 
the answer to that question; and for this reason: because 
we have so unhesitatingly dated the decadence of Siena from 
the end of the thirteenth century and the destruction of the 
Government of the Twenty-Four, though to many the Govern- 
ment of the Nine seems, and in some sort rightly, the best 
Siena ever had. 

What we see when the Government of the Twenty-Four has 
fallen is the very real development of Democracy in Siena. 
Now history continually shows us the spectacle of decadence 
marching hand in hand with a growing Democracy, and for all 
that I could ever hear or learn we have no single example 
to the contrary. It might seem that the development of 
Democracy is itself decadence, or at least a perfect symptom 
of it. 

Democracy as we understand it to-day means politically the 
government of a nation or an empire by the most ignorant of 
its people, and I suppose that no one can be found to defend 
it save as the only thing left to us that is bearable at all. 
Whether, in fact, it prove even possible under pressure from 
without remains to be seen, and he would appear wisest who 
is most sceptical. Siena certainly gives us no encouragement 
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As long as her government was aristocratic she was just able 
to hold her own against Florence in spite of the latter^s 
immense natural advantages. When she once established a 
form of Democracy within her gates she was finally vanquished, 
and by herself. 

We have seen the failure of Siena ascribed to many causes : 
to the rupture with the Papacy, to her change from Ghibel- 
linism to Guelfism, to the economic effect of the establishment 
of the Florentines as Papal bankers, to the Plague of 1348, in 
which she suffered so severely. As I believe, there is only one 
final cause for the failure of a State as of an individual, and 
that cause is inward rottenness. It was Siena herself who 
destroyed Siena, and we see her at work all through the four- 
teenth century. It is true that that period shows her more 
free than ever before, more completely subject only to her- 
self; probably the condition, the material condition, of her 
people was better than it had been, and in the general 
amelioration of the world it would have been surprising had it 
not been so. But it is better to be strong than not being 
strong to indulge in liberty, which is the reward of the strong. 
It is better to be strong than to live well, to eat plenty, or to 
dwell in good houses. It is better to be strong than to be 
free, or even to be happy, because if you be strong all 
these things shall be added to you, and if you be not 
strong, though you have all these things they shall be 
taken from you. 

The development of Democracy ever follows one or both of 
two courses : it produces first a plutocracy and then a mere 
anarchy, or it produces at once faction — the curse of party 
government, whose basis is not love but hate. In Siena, as 
we might expect in a highly concentrated city State, we have 
both these curses produced together. After Colle (1269) the 
plutocracy for its own ends insisted that the city should hence- 
forth profess itself Guelf, and already by 1277 "the good 
merchants of the Guelf party " ' should alone be capable of 
holding office in the "Thirty-Six," which later became the 
•'Fifteen" (1280), and finally the "Nine" (1285). The 

' There is a Pecksnifiian unction in the phrase that recalls, bow vividly, 
the modem Radical. 
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nobles, the aristocracy, were got rid of; henceforth Sienm, 
was to be a futile Democracy at the mercy, as always, of 
riches. 

It is only the might-have-been that is profoundly interesting 
in history ; and in the change that the fourteenth century saw 
in Siena we have a fine example of that truism. How different 
the whole history of Italy, even of Europe, might have been 
if Siena had been true to herself^ had destroyed Florence after 
Montaperto in 1260, and had never become Guelf after 
Colle in 1269. Then when Henry VII came into Italy in 
1 3 10 there would have been no Tuscan League, no "wolf 
polluting Amo," as Dante said, but Siena, the strongest power 
in Tuscany, enthusiastically Ghibelline, would have greeted 
him, and the Empire might have been indeed restored. Siena 
failed, and she failed because she had delivered herself to the 
Democracy. 

What indeed befell was vastly different from what might 
have been, and after all the chief sufferer was Siena. Incapable 
of war since she had deprived the nobles of power, she was 
distracted by faction, class hatred, and party strife. Deprived 
of responsibility, the nobles, her only military leaders capable of 
defending her, indulged in family feuds and private war, and 
when the Companies of Adventure appeared, the direct result of 
the incapacity of the people for war, they joined them and 
preyed upon the fear of the cities whose citizens were entirely 
absorbed in money-making. The State became a mere means 
to an end — ^money-making and peace to be bought at the 
price demanded by the only virile class left in Italy — the 
outlaws, the nobles. 

This contemptible state of afiiurs is immortalized for us in 
the frescoes of Ambrogio Lorenzetti in the Palazzo Pubblico 
of Siena, whe^ we see the sentimental ideals of the hypo- 
critical Democratic Government confusedly set forth in 
detail. 

Meantime wealth increased vastly, and the hired armies 
marched about seeking employment. Then in 1348 the 
Black Death, like the wrath of God, fell upon Siena, and 
completed what the Democracy had so well begun. In that 
appalling catastrophe the Nine went down, and were replaced 
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by that cynical jest we call the Government of the Twelve. 
For near seventy years, then, Siena had been governed by a 
rich middle class; it now entered on the second stage of 
Democratic Government — it fell into the hands of the small 
tradesmen. This befell in 1355, and the final stage was 
achieved in 1368, when the artisans, the popolo minuto^ 
acquired a part in the government Meanwhile faction grew 
stronger every day, the Companies of Adventure became more 
and more intolerable, and at last commercial depression fell 
upon the city. The Democracy had achieved the result it 
has invariaUy achieved. Siena was ruined and utterly weak ; 
only the confusion of Italy saved her for a period from that 
Nemesis that had awaited her ever since CoUe — that new and 
foreign government which was to take hold of her and draw 
her into a State at whose head, had she known how to use the 
means she had, she might possibly have stood. 

What is, then, chiefly worth our notice during the fourteenth 
and fifteenth centuries, is not the political decadence but the 
Renaissance of Painting, which the wealth and luxury of the 
merchants certainly assisted. It is to that we shall devote 
oar attention in this book when thinking of these two 
centuries. 

PoGGio S. Cecilia 

Note Z^page 201 

From an historical point of view this is one of the most 
interesting places in the Sienese contado. When the Ghibel- 
lines were expelled from Siena in 1269 they took refuge where 
they could. No doubt their hopes were raised by the Sicilian 
Vespers at Easter, 1282, but already Florence, Siena, Lucca, 
Prato, and Volterra were leagued against their cause, and they 
were afiraid to move. In 1284 came the battle of Meloria, in 
which their last hope, Pisa, suffered the loss of her fleet The 
exiles were then without a refuge. In October, 1285, 
however, the Si&aestfuarusdHi with the help of the Bishop of 
Arezzo, seized Poggio S. Cecilia, a {rface then very strongly 
fortified, and easily defended even to-day. *' And,'' says the 
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Chronicler, " they held the place against the Sienese and Ihe 
Florentines and all Tuscany for fourteen months and eighteen 
dajrs until they were compelled to eat rats and to gnaw the 
leather of their shields ; and they collected the dew for the 
thirst which they had. '. . . Finally on the night of Good 
Friday, being able to endure no longer, they abandoned the 
castle and issued forth and fled during a great rain ; and so 
they saved themselves alive." 

However, Andrea Dei tells a different tale. ''Many of 
them were taken as they went forth and were led to Siena, 
and while they were in the Palace of the Podest^ whither 
they had been taken to be put to death, the people rose in 
tumult, crying, ' Peace 1 Peace ! ' and they began to attack 
the Palace. Wherefore the Nine who then governed the 
State were afraid, and they gave them the gonfalon and sur- 
rendered unto them the prisoners. Then the people took the 
prisoners to the Palace of the Bishop, who had come to their 
aid when the tumult commenced. And they were by them- 
selves and the Guelfs with their followers set upon them in 
the Campo ; and they brake them and discomfited them, the 
Monday after Easter; and they got them to the Palace of 
the Bishop and drew forth the prisoners and led them into 
the Campo ; and there they cut off the heads of five of the 
chief among them and the rest they hanged between the 
Arbia and the Bozzone ; and the number of them was 
sixty." 

"Poggio Santa Cecilia," Mr. Heywood tells us (I have 
quoted his translation), ''was razed to the ground." Cf. W. 
Heywood and L. Olcott, " Guide to Siena " (Torrini, Siena, 
i903)» PP« S2~3' Cf, also Villari, "I primi due Secoli," 
Appendix. 

Note 9, pc^ 204 

The reader must not suppose that Siena stood alone among 
the mediseval Communes of Italy in the badness of her rule in 
the cantado. Her rule was absolutely bad, but not relatively. 
Some of Siena's subject cities were loyal to her when the end 
came. None of Florence's were, I think. At any rate it 
seems that Florence ruled her contado even worse than Siena, 
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and Mr. Heywood tells me that Perugia did too; he also 
draws my attention to the defence of MonticchieUo, which 
''held out gallantly for more than two weeks," the garrison 
being "compelled to defend themselves with stones, since 
powder was lacking for the arquebuses." This in the defence 
of the Sienese State against the Imperialists in 1553. He 
adds, " Neither Florence nor Perugia inspired such love and 
loyalty as that." 

The explanation may be that there were Sienese in the city. 
No blame, however, can be too strong for such a system as that 
by which Siena ruled her coniado. If it were indeed better 
than that of Florence and Perugia, it is difficult to understand 
how there was any Italy to unite in i860. As r^ards 
Lucignano itself, when the Imperialists got in, in 1553, they 
nailed a woman to the gate like a hawk for refusing to cry 
" Ehica " and continuing to cry " Lupa." This may have been 
a Lucignano woman ; on the other hand, it may have been a 
Sienese. 

The Battle of Scanagallo 
Noti 10^ page 217 

Somewhere in this valley, between Foiano and Mardano, 
in August, 1554, the battle was fought which made an end of 
the Sienese Republic and established, or rather made possible, 
the Grand Duchy of Tuscany, of which, in i5S7» Siena came 
to form a part. 

It was in the January of that year that Cosimo de' Medici 
took the field with an army commanded by the Marquis of 
Marignano. On the 26th of that month Siena was invested. 
The Sienese general was Pietro Strozzi, a Florentine exile and 
a Marshal of France, whose father had died in a prison of 
the Medici. This fact doubtless embittered the campaign. 
With her usual bravery, Siena took the field, and after various 
skirmishes and fights the two armies faced each other on the 
heights above the torrent of Scanagallo. It was the 2nd of 
August, about eleven in the morning, and the sun very hot, 
when the battle broke. "The Spanish men-at-arms advanced, 
and raising their visors as they passed the infimtry, smiled 
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upon them with joyfiil faces, to show their good-will to give 
them victory, knowing well [says the historian] that in battle 
cavaliy alone decide the day." The earth trembled beneath 
their tread, and they seemed, as writes an eye-witness of their 
charge, " a mountain of iron with plumes waving to heaven, a 
spectacle as gallant as it was beautiful." About Strozzi were 
gathered his fellow-citizens, exiles of Florence, while above 
them floated a green banner bearing for motto the line of 
Dante : " Ubertit vo cercando cK i si caraP . . . 

*' Like two mighty waves, black below, foam*topped above, 
the cavaliy of either host hurled together. There was a 
thunder of rushing hoofis, a crash of steel, and lo! with a 
shriek of treason and fear the French standard-bearer turned 
and fled. In a moment the splendid squadron divided, broke, 
and spurred hard out of the fray, bought (it was said) with 
^MUiish gold — dodici Jlaschi di stagno pieni di scudi d oro — 
41 treachery and a flight which lives «ven to^y in the songs 
wherewith the coniadini awake the echoes of that solitary 
country-side — 

** ' O Piero Strooi in du' son i tuoi soldad 
Al Poggio delle Donne in que' foosati ; 
Meglio de' yili cayalU di Franza 
Le nostre donne fecero provanza.* 

"All was lost; but the Sienese were not minded to 
jdeld. . . . High on the Poggio delle Donne, Strozzi, clad in 
black armour inlaid with gold, mounted on an Arab charger 
and with his truncheon in his hand, played the part alike of 
general and soldier, and played them well. He spoke words 
of comfort to his infantry, declaring that the flight kA the 
French was nothing but a ruse ; he bade the drummers and 
the pipers sound to battle ; all the banners waved as if for 
victory; and the Swiss charged down the hill shouting 
Frandat Francial while from the hostile ranks arose the 
answering cry of .^.^na/ Imptriol . . . It became a butchery 
pure and simple, and for two long miles, even to the gates of 
lAicignano, the ground was strewn with the bamiers, arms, 
and corpses of Strozzi's ruined army ; while he himself^ with 
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bullet wounds in the side and in the hand, and his head 
half crushed by a blow from a mace, scarcely escaped to 
Montalcino.'' 

So Mr. Heywood tells the tale ('* Guide to Siena," pp. 124 
et seq.). 

Note 11^ page 280 

The early condition of the Chiana swamp is brought 
picturesquely before us in the old custom of Chiusi, 
whose civic magistrate, with a great number of heralds and 
trumpeters, was rowed across the swamp to the confines of 
Montepulciano, and in solemn ceremony, in sign of possession, 
flung a ring into the waters — desponsare clanas — ^precisely as 
the Doge of Venice did in the Festa of the Bucintoro. See 
F. Petrucci, "I confini Senesi di Val di Chiani" in 
Bullettino Senese^ An ii (1895), P* ^^9) ^^^ ^- Heywood, 
" History of Perugia '' (Methuen, 1910), p. 224, n. 2, and 
authorities there cited. 
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Adriatic, the, 298 
" iBneid," 274 note 
i£side, 188 
Agnolo da Siena, his tomb of Guido 

Tarlati, 305, 313 
Agostino da Siena, his tomb of 

Guido Tarlati, 305, 313 
Operaio at Siena, 1 10 
Alberti, the Conti, fall of, 3 

Feuds of, 2, 3 
Alberti, Count Alberto, joins the 

Tuscan League, 3 
Alberti, Count Guido, joins the 

Tuscan League, 3 
Alberti, Count Leon, 117 
Albertinelli, his Annunciation in 

Volterra, 46 
Albizzeschi, Bartolommeo, 162 
Albizzeschi, Diana, 161 
Albomoz at Cetona, 271 
Aldobrandeschi, the history of, 253 

note 
OfS. Fiora, 78, 253 
Of Sovana, 252 

Their struggle with Siena, 81, 82 
Aldobrandeschi, Aldobrandino, 

deserts Siena, 82 
Aldobrandeschi, Guglielmo, his 

compact with Pisa, 83 
Aldobrandini, M., at Colle, 55 



Alexander III, 79 
Consecrates a church in Siena, 

106 
Scenes from the life of, by Aretino, 

102 
Tomb of, 1 14 
Alexander V, orodaimed Pope, 284 
Alexander VII adds to the l5uomo, 
Siena, iii 
Monument of, 114 
America, Madonna by Lorenzetti in, 

15s 
Amerigo, Captain, 299 
** Ameto," 19, 21 
Amiens, cathedral of, 108 
" Amorosa Visione," 21 
Anagni, 146 
Anasa (Incisa), 319 
Ancona, Pius II at, 117, 118 

S. Bernardino in, 164 
Andrea, Francesco di, his work in 

Siena, 321 
Andrew of Hungary, 21 
Angelico, Fia, 126,311 

His work in Cortona, 284-286 
Anglano, Giordano of, aids Siena, 

84,90 
Antonio da Sangallo the younger, 

57 
Apollo, temple of, 106 

Apulia, retaken by Manfred, 84 

Aquarone, *' Dante in Siena," 65 

note 
On the "Signorotti," 259 
On Tacco, 259 
Aquila, death of S. Bernardino at, 

164 
Aquino, Conte d', 18 
Aragazzi, Bartolommeo, tomb of, 

224 
Arbia, River, 53, 94, 172, 198, 330 
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Ardens^iif the, 174 

Axdinghelli, the* ^6 

ArdingfaelU, Guido, fights for S. 
Gimignano, 28, 30 

Ardinghellij Scolaio, 32 

Ardingo, Bishop, a 

Aretine priests, 94 

AretinO} Parri, his work in Siena, 
102 

Aretino, Spinello, his work in 
Areao, 306, 313, 315 
His work in Siena, 102 

Arezzo, 145, 270, 319 
Aretino leaves for Siena, 102 
Allied with Siena, 84 
At war with Siena, 165, 199 
At war with Florence, 202 
Besieged by Florence, 303-305 
Defeated at Campaldino, 29»-302 
Dttomo of, 305, 312-314 
Ghibellines in, 52, 277, 298, 304 
Guel£s in, 304 
History of, 297-306 
Holds Ludgnano, 202 
Joins the Tuscan League, 3 
Makes war on Rapolano, 200 
Museo, 31S 
Palazzo rubblico, 314 
Quarreb with Siena, 77 
Romans in, 281 
Ruled by Florence, 305, 306 
SS. Annunziata, 314, 315 
S. Bernardo, 314, 315 
S. Francesco, 30(S, 311, 312 
S. Maria delle Grazie, 315 
S. Maria della Pieve, 314 
Situation of, 295, 297, 29^ 
Vasari's Logge, 314 
Via dell' Orto, 31A 

Areszo, Bishop of, 182, 233 
At Campaloino, 299-302 
Holds Forano, 213 
Seizes Poggio S. Cecilia, 329 
Warned by S. Marearita, 293 

Arezzo, Lorentino d , his work in 
Arezzo, 306 

Aringhieri, Alberto, by Pintoricchio, 

"5 
Amo, the River, 40, 76, 280 

Amolfo, his work in Siena, 1 14 

Arte della Lana, S. Gimignano, 36 

Asdanoi 81, 171 etseq^t 239, 249, 250 

Besieged by Florence, 174 



Castello of, 174, 175, 177 

Coll^;iata, 175 

History of, 174 

II Prato, 175 

S. Agata, 175-178 

S. Agostino, 176 

S. Francesco, 174-178 

Sassetta's work in, 165 

Situation of, 1 71-175, 178, 198* 

199 
Ascoli, cope at, 236 

Asinalunga, 259 

Ass, miracle of the, at Lecceto, 168 

Assisi, 30 

Charm of, 68 

Situation of, 297 

Upper Church of S. Francesco, 

195 
Athens, Duke of, expelled by 

Florence, 30 

Augustinians in Certaldo, 14 

Augustus, the Emperor, Siena 

under, 77 

Aurelian persecution, 275 A.D., aye 

Avignon, Beato Bernardo de^ 

Tolomei in, 182 

Boccaccio in, 21, 24 

Popes in, 145 

S. Catherine in, 145 

Axe, miracle of the, 191 

Badia a Isola, 166 

History of, 66 

Pictures in, 67 
Badia Ardenga, 241 
Badia del Lago, 6<S 
Badia S. Gal^ino, 250 
Badia di S. Salvatore, 66, 250, 252, 

254.265 
Decline of, 253 

Baedeker on Cbuusi, 273 

On hotels, 244, 24^ 

Balducci, Matteo, his work in 

Cetona, 272 

His work in Siena, 126, 133 

Balsimelli da Settignano, his work 

in Volterra, 46 

Balzana of Siena, the, 95 

Balzetto,iBandinodei, 168, 169 

Banchi, L., " Le origini &volese di 

Siena," 321 

see Borghesi 
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Boodinelli, C)dando» ta Aleiander 

III 
Bandini-Piccolomini, F., "La Ma- 
donna di Provenxano," 136 
note 
Bardi, bank of the, 17 
Barna of Siena, his work in S. 
Gimignano, 33 
His work in Siena, 155, 156 
Baroncetti, Trebaldo, 29 
Bartoli, Bartolo, 204 
Bartolo, Domenico di, his work in 

Siena, 97, 112, 122, 158 
Bartolo, Taddeo di, his work in 
Asciano, 176 
His work in Badia a Isola, 67 
in Buonconvento, 243 
in S. Gimignano, 32, 33 
in Montepulciano, 224, 225 
in Siena, loi, 123, 132, 156, 

164, 166 
in Volterra, 46, 49 
Life of, loi 
School of, 158, 176 
Bartolommeo, Martino di, his work 
in Casdglione Fiorentino, 
296 
His work in Siena, 102 
Basle, Council of, 116, 117 
Baths of Vi^one, 253 
BattifolUt ^ 
Beans, S. Verdiana's miracle of the, 

10 
Beccafiuni, his work in Montaldno, 
268 
His work in Siena, 112, 114, 122, 
126, 127, 131 
Belcaro, see under Siena 
BeUanti, the, at Belcaro, 166 
Benedetto da Maiano, 34-37* 315 
Benedictines, Order of the, its foun- 
dation, 188 
Their Abbey of Poggiomarturi, 59 
of S. Eugenio, 166 
Benevento, battle of, 91 

Longobards in, 276 
Benincasa, Giacomo di, 141 
Benincasa di Laterina slain by 

Ghino di Tacco, 259, 260 
Benson, R. H., 120 
Benvenuto, Girolamo di, his work 
in Buonconvento, 243 
His work in Montaldno, 249 



BenvenutO) (^olamo dJ-^-coMtinued 
His work in Montepulciano, 226 
in Siena, 159, 164 
in Torrita, 216 
Benvenuto da Imola, on Ghino di 

Tacco, 264 
Beppino, explains the miracle of the 

onions, 58-64 
Berardenghe, the, 176, 268 
Lords of Foiano, 213 
of Rapolano, 199, 201 
Berenson, B., 208, 211 

** A Sienese Painter of the Fran- 
ciscan Legend, '^ 175 note 
Ascriptions of, 133, 138, 153, 

250 
*' Central Italian Paintings," 120 

note 
On Rafiaele dei Carli, 48 
On Sassetta, 157 
On Sassetta's Birth of the Virgin, 

175 
Berlin, 115 

Ducdo's work in, 120 
Bernini, 140 
Bethlehem, 72 
Bettolle, 214, 215, 280 
Bianchi, the, 29 
Bibbiano, 244 

Bibbiena seized by Florence, 302 
Bishop of Arezzo plots against, 
300 
Bichi, Margherita, prophesies the 
Sienese victory at Oimollia, 
129 
Bishops, power of the, 78, 322-325 
Black Death, commemorated in $• 
Gimignano, 33 
In Siena, 1348, 21, 30, 96, no, 

183, 327, 328 
In Siena, 1374, 145 
In Siena, I4ix), 122, 162 
Boccacdo di Chellino da Certaldo, 

16, 20 
Boccacdo, Francesco, 16 
Boccaccio, Giovanni, 27, 116 
Birth and early life of, 16, 17 
Critical study of, 15 note 
Death of, in Certaldo, 13, 15, 52 
His "conversion," 22-25 
His friendship with Petrarch, 

21-24 
His love for Fiammetta, 18-21 
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Boccaccio, Giovanni— <i«i/!MMii</ 
Lectures on Dante, 25 
Memorials of, 14, 15 
On Dante in Siena, 93, 94 
On Ghino di Tacco, 207, 259, 

260-264 
Retires to Ccrtaldo, 24, 25 
Tomb of, 14, 15 
Wanderings of, 21 
Works of, 20-22, 24 
Boccaccio, Jacopo, 14, 21 
Bologna, allied with Florence, 85 

Fights at Campaldino, 299 
Bolsena, Lago di, 266 
Bonfigli, pupil of, 22J 
Bomhjct VIII reconciled to Tacco, 

260, 264 
Bonifiudo, Padre, on S. Verdiana, 

9, II, 12 
Borghesi e Banchi, *• Nuovi Docu- 

menti," 321 
Borghetto, 279 

Borgia, Cesare, takes Cetona, 271 
Borgonuovo, Oistello of, 66 
Borgo San Sepolcro, Church of the 
Servi, 318 
Duomo of, 318 
Munidpio, 316 
Situation of, 316 
Botticelli, 49 

School of, 6 
Bozzone, the, 90, 94, 330 
Bracdo da Montone, takes Cetona, 

271 
Brandano, prophecy of, 137 
Bread, miracle of the, 61, 191 
Bregno, Andrea, his work in Siena, 

116 
Brennus, captain of the Senones, 77 
Bresciano oa Milan, his work in 

Siena, 126 
Brudini, the, in Montalcino, 247 
«« BuUettino Senese," 67 note, 322, 

333 
Bttonadonna, vrife of S. Lucchese, 

60-63 
BuonaTentura, Segna di, his work 

in Siena, 137 
Buonconvento, 255 
Church of the Misericordia, 243 
Death of Henry VII at, 29, 181, 

320 
History of, 240 



Buonconvento — c^nHmtud 
Inn of, 241-243 
Its former importance, 172, 239, 

241 
Opera di SS. Pietro e Paok>» 

243 
Palazzi of, 243 

Situation of, 171, 198, 237, 238 

Buonsign<Mri, Francesco, 129 

B3rron, Lord, on Boocacdo's tomb, 

I4»IS 
BjTzantme influence in Siena, 72, 

151. 153 

Cacda d'Asdano, Dante's reference 

to, 174 
Cacdaconti, the, 174 
Caccia|;uerTa, the, 174 
Calabna, Duke of, 99 
Calixtus II, Pope, consecrates the 

Duomo in Volterra, 45 
Calixtus III, 118 

Death of, 116 

Calmeta, Boccacdo's studies with, 

17 
Camaldolese, the, 182 

Cambio, Amolfo di, house of, 57 
CamoUia, battle of, 114, 129, 130 
Campalboli, 175, 178 
Campaldino, battle of, 202, 277, 

2^302 
Campiglia d' Orda, 91, 223 

Seized by Siena, 83 
Camporbiano, destruction of, 30 
Camporegi, 85 
Camucia, 281 

Canestrelli, A., on S. Antimo, 
250 

'' Siena Monumentale," 67 note 
Capraja, 69, 162 
Capraja, Ccmtessa Beatrice di, 6 
Capranica, Cardinal, 117 
Capriok, 161, 162 
Capua, 19 

Carli, Rafiaele dei, his work In 
Montepuldano, 227 

His work in Volterra, 48 
Carthage, 40 
Casentmo, the, 298, 299, 315 

Dante in the, 240 
Castellazzara, 265 
Castellina, 67 
Castdlo della Sdva, 28 
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Castel-Fiorentino, 51, 248 

Besieged by Henry III, 320 

Castello of, i, 3, 5, 8, 13 

Collegiata S. Lorenzo, 5, 8 

Ghibellines in, 4 

History of, 2,4, 319, 320 

Inn of, 245 

Patron saint of, 11 

S. Biagio, 5, 8 

S. Chiara, i, 5, 6 

S. Francesco, i, 5, 6 

S. Ippolito, 3, 5 

S. Verdiana, i, 5, 6, 11 

Situation of, i, 4, 13 

Tuscan League meets at, 3 

Wooden statues in, 47 
Castelnuovo, 8 
Castel S. Gimignano, 39 
Castel Vecchio, 77, 124 

Duomoof, 106 
Castiglione di Chiusi, 277 
Casti^lione Fiorentino, 267 

Collegiata, 295 

Pinacoteca, 29(S 

S. Francesco, 296 

Situation of, 295 
Castiglione d' Orda, situation of, 
252-254 

Churches of, 254 
Castiglione del Lago di Trasimeno, 

277, 279 
Castile compared with Tuscany, 

179, 230 
Castracane, Castrucdo, 268, 304 
Catiline at Arezzo, 297 
Cato, influence of, 162 
Cattani, the, 323 

Caxton, William, hb translation of 
the legend of the Holy 
Cross, 307 
Cecca, 144 
Cecchi, Giovanni, 36 
Ceccolini, the Sienese drummer, 125 
Celestine III, by Bartoli, 122 
Celle, 265 

Cellole, lepers of, 36 
Cenni, Cenno di Ser Francesco, 

frescoes by, 6 
Centoia, 279 

Cerchi, company of the, 300 
Cerchi, Pien de*, 301 
Certaldo, 51 

Casa di Boccacdo, 13, 15, 24 



Castello of, 13, 14 

Feud of the Conti Alberti, 3, 4, 

14 

Memorials of Boccaccio in, 14, 
15*26 

Palazzo Pubblico, 13, 14 

S. Andrea, 14 

SS. Jacopo and Filippo, 14, 15 

Situation of, 13, 16, 25 
Certomondo, 300 
Cervara, Counts of, hold Cetona, 

271 
Cetona, 165 

Churches of, 272 

History of, 270, 271 

Palazzo Tenosi, 272 

Rocca of, 270, 271 

Seized by the Manenti, 268 

Situation of, 267, 270, 278, 287 
Charlemagne, 27, 276 

Death of, 322 
Charles IV establishes a vicar in 

Chiusi, 277 
Charles V, 73 

At Monte Oliveto, 183 

Proceeds against Siena, 1 14, 247 
Charles of Anjou, King, 166, 320 

In Rome, 208 
Charles of Naples, at war with 

Siena, 53-56 
Chartres, facade of, 106, 108 
Chiana ran^e, the, 75 

see Val di Chiana 
Chianti hilb, the, 202 
Chigi, Fabio, see Alexander VII 
Chiusi, Ehiomo of S. Mustiola, 

275* 277 
Ehiomo of S. Secondiano, 277 

Etruscan museum at, 273, 278 

Tombs at, 273 

Fall of, 276 

History of, 275-278 

Lake of, 218 

Leone d' Oro, 273 

Origin of, 270, 274 

Overcomes Arezzo, 298 

Road to, 259, 267, 272 

S. Francesco, 278 

Situation of, 171, 198, 267, 270, 

272 

Taken by Arezzo, 304 

Weds the Val di Chiana, 333 
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Chiasoni, taken by Siena, 503 
Chturching a woman, Castel* 

Fiorendno, 7 
Ciani, Gioacchino, 23 
Ciardi, Fioa de', ssi S. Fina 
Cicero pleads for Arezzo, 297 
Cimabae, his work in Florence, 149 

School of, 132 
Oni, Lorenzo, hit work in Siena, 

129 
Cinqueoento, work of the, in Siena, 

126, 148, 158 
Goli, Raffiiele, 45 
Cioni, M., on Castel-Fiorentino, 

3191 320 
"Gties of Umbria," by Edward 

Hutton, 294 note 
Cittii della Pieve, 267, 270, 272 
Citti di Castello, taken hy Guido 

Tarlati, 304 
CiTitella, 300 

Seized Iw^Florence, 303 
Clement VII attempts to annex 
Siena, 130 
Elected Pope, 146 
Clement VIII, 208 
Qigni, Abbot of, cored by Tacco, 

261-264 
Qusiom, Lars Porsena of, 218, 274 

tu Chtusi 
CoUe, 39, 319 
Allied with Florence, 52, 54 
Battie of, 28, 54-56, 58, 80, 91, 

320, 3?ii 3^6-9 
Fights at Campaldino, 299 
Gmbellines in, 53 
Inn of, 58 

Paintings and frescoes in, 57 
Situation of, 51 
Colombajo, 162 
Colonna, Tisbo, 322 
Commune, birth of the, 79, 322* 

3aj 
Compagnia del Capello, 208, 216 

"Conferenze," 322 

Constantine, Emperor, his vision of 

the Holy Cross, 3<^ 
Constantinople, 117, 119, 153 
Corbignano, Boccacdno s hcmse in, 

16 
Corradino, 53 
Death of, 01 
Corrado, Bishop of Spira, 66 



Correggio, his work at Palma^ 223 
Corsigoano, 231-3 

JM rienza 
Corsino, Caterino, 102 
Cortona, Church of U Ges^ 285 

Duomo of S. Mary, 284, 285 

Fra Angelico in, 284 

Palazzo Pretorio, 284 

Pietro da, su Pietro 

Pliny on, 281 

Porta Colonia, 283, 286 
S. Agostino, 295 
S. Domenico, 282, 283 

S. Agostino, 284 

S. Basilio, 294 

S. Domenico, 283, 284, 286 

S. Francesco, 291, 294 

S. Margarita, 285-287 

S. Niccol6, 286 

Situation of, 180, 201, 212, 267, 
274, 275, 279-283 
Cortona, Spedale di S. Maria della 
Misericordia, 293 

Vescovado, 294 
Corythus, 282 

Cosdroe, King of the Persians, 
honours the Holy Cross, 

310,3" 
Cofiimo I, Grand Duke of Tuscany, 

dominion of, 59, 271, 277 
«' Country Walks about Florence," 

by Edward Hutton, 160 note 
«« Country Walks about Siena," by 

Edward Huttcm, 160 note 
Counts, rule of, 323 
Courcy, Encuerrand de, 305 
Cozzarelli, his work in Pitigliano, 

252 
His work in Rapolano, 200 
in Siena, 102, 112, 121, 122, 

I49i IS9» X65 
in Torrita, 216 
Credi, Lorenzo di, his work in 

Castiglione Fiorentino, 295 
Cristo&no, Giovanni di, his work in 

Siena, 321 
Crowe and Cavalcaselle, su *' New 

History of Painting in Italy " 
Crucifix, in Oistel-Fiorentino, 6 
Cust, R. Hobart, << Giovann 

Antonio Bazzi," 187 note 
"The Pavement Masters of. 

Siena,*' 112 note 
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Cathbert, Father, "A Tuscan 
Penitent," 287 note, 290, 
292 note, 293 

Cyrella, 18$ 

Daniele da Volterra, 45 

Dante Alighieri, 91, 316 
Beatrice, daughter of, 21 
Boccaccio the first defender of, 

I3» 24, 25 
His loye for Beatrice, 19 
His reference to Cacda d' Asciano, 

174 
In S. Gimignano, 26, 29, 31, 32 

In Siena, 93, 94 
Landscape of the Inferno, 179 
Misunderstands the birth of Na- 
tionalism, 52 
On Ghino di Tacco, 258 
On his emperor, Henry VII, 240 
On Monteriggioni, 65 
On the passmg of Luni, Urbi- 
saglia, Chiusi, and Sinigaglia, 
276 
On the Tuscan League, 328 
On the Val di Chiana, 280 
Welcomes Henry VII into Italy, 

319 
** Dante in Siena," 65 note 

Danube, the River, 308, 310 

Dardanus, 282 

David, 236 

" Decameron, The," 21, 30 

Story of Ghino di Tacco in, 207, 

260 

** De Casibus ^%orum Illustrium," 

24 
*• De Claris Mulieribus," 24 

** De Genealogiis Deorum Gen- 

tilium," 24 

"De Montibus, Sylvis, Lacubus," 

Dei, Andrea, on Duccio*s Majestas, 
119 
On Monteriggioni, 65 
On Rapolano, 200 
On the siege of Poggio S. Cecilia, 

330 
Delia Robbian ware in Radico&ni 
and S. Flora, 256 
see Robbia 
Delia Torre on Boccaccio, 16 
Democracy in Siena, 326-329 



Dennis on Cortona, 281-283 

On the Etruscan La|rue, 274 
Desiderius, King of the Longobards, 

255 
Devil, the, ambiguous prophecy by, 
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Troubles S. Benedict, 190 
Diana, Well of, 127 
*• Divine Comedy," 24, 30 
Dominicans in Siena, 140 
Domenico, Alunno di, his work in 

Arezzo, 315 
Domenico da Lecdo, Fra, com- 
missions Sodoma, 186 
Domenico, Pietro di, his work in 
Asciano, 177 
His work in Buonconvento, 243 
in CoUe, 57 
Donatello, 223 

His work in Siena, 115, 121 
Donati, Corso, at Campaldino, 301, 
302 
Death of, 304 
Douglas, R. Langton, his ascription 
of a Sienese Annunciation, 

138 
** History of Siena," 77, in, 247 

notes, 325 
On the dispersal of the monks 

from Fiesole, 284 note 
Ducdo di Buoninsegna, founder of 

the Sienese sdiool, 149-153 
His work in Siena, 71, 73, 114, 

118-121, 123, 125, IS3, 154, 

166 
Life of, 1 18 
School o^ 8, 67 

Elba, 49, 223 

Eleonora of Porti^al, i Vf 

Elias, Frate, in Cortona, 282, 284, 

294 
Elsa, the River, i, 2 

see Val d'Elsa 

Empire, Holy Roman, Bishops' 

allenance to, 78 

Empoli, 180 

Empoli, Council at, 91 

Farinata d^li Uberti at, 53 

England, lan£cape of, 230 

" fiisanaples of Fra Filippo," by 

William Heywood, 168, 241, 

256 
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Esse, the River, 212 

Etruscan art, latest period of, 44 

League, 40, 274 

Tombs at Chiusi, 273 
Etruscans, the, in Volterra, work 

of, 43 
Eugenius III shares Radico&ni, 254 

Ei^enius IV, 67, 117, 166 

Offers bishopric to S. Bema- 

dino, 163 

Euphrosyne, 142 

Fabriano, Gentile da, 296 

Fanum, 213 

Fedni, Tommaso, on the Black 

Death in Siena, 183 
Federighi, Antonio, his work in 

Siena, 96, 112, 115134, I39. 

149 
Fei, Paoli di Giovanni, his school, 

158, 227 
His work in Asdano, 176 
m Siena, 123, 125, 157 
Felici, Cristoforo, tomb of, 137 
Ferdinando I, Grand Duke, at 

Sinalunga, 208 
Fermo, Bishop of, 116 
Ferrante of Naples, 321 
Ferrara, Bishopric of, 163 
Feudalism, rise of, 78, 322 
Fiammetta, Boccaccio's love for, 13, 
18-20 
Death of, 21 • 
Fiesole, 16, 283 

S. Domenico, 284 
Filippo, Fra, on a miracle of 
Lecceto, 168 
On the usurer of Radicofimi, 256, 
258 
" FUocolo, The," 17, 18, 20 
** Filostrato, The," 20 
Fiora, the, 252 

Fiorentino, Pier Francesco, his work 
in Colle, 57 
His work in S. Gimignano, 33, 37 
in Siena, 133 
Fiorentino, Rosso, his work in 

Arezzo, 315 
«*Fioretti"ofS. Francis, 167 
Fivizzano, inn of, 245 
Flaminius, 281 

Florence, 13, 28, 29, 38, 172, 270 
Appeak to S. Catherine, 145, 146 



Florence — continued 
Aretino in, 102 
At peace with Siena, 1255, 84 
At war with Arezzo, 202, 298- 
302 
with Pisa, 82, 83 
with Siena, 64, 66, 80, 82-83, 
219-221, 326, 329 
Baptistery of, 115 
Besieged by Henry VII, 59, 240, 

319 
Besieges Arezzo, 303, 304, 305 

Asciano, 174 

Monteriggioni, 65, 66 

Poggio STCecilia, 329 
Boccaccio in, 16, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25 
Buys Ludgnano, 203 
Captures of, after Campaldino, 303 
Clsiims Talamone, 83, 84 
Compared with Siena, 68, 69, 76 
Cursed by Dante, 240 
Defeated at Camollia, 130 

at Montaperto, 4, 28, 53, 85-92 

at Montecatini, 29 

at Poggio Imperiale, 99 
Defeats Siena at Colle, 80, 91, 92 
Destroys Poggibonsi, 58, 65, 320 
Duomo of, 109 
Exercises sway over S.Gimignano 

29, 30 
Expels the Ghibellines, 84 
Fall of, 29 

Foreign domination of, 69 
Forms the Tuscan League, 3, 4 
Giotto's Madonna, 6 

Tower, 96 
Guelfein, 52, 53 
Her hold on Arezzo, 298, 505 

on Foiano, 213 
Her rule in the coniacby 330 
Influence of, in Castel- Fiorentino, 
1,2 

on Colle, Poggibonsi, and 
Stasia, 51-50 
Neri anoBranchi in, 29 
Palazzo Vecchio, 48 
Piazza del Duomo, 104 
Piazza Signoria, 93 
S. Croce, 5,47,111, 137, 177 
S. Maria Novella, 119 
Seizes Bibbiena, 302 

Rapolano, 199 

Semifonte, 81 
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Florence — continued 
Situation of, 150, 297 
Subdues Volterra, 41 
University of, 21 
Water supply of, 76 
Florence, Bishop of, ruler of Castel- 
Fiorentino, i, 2 
Vidts S. VerdiBuia, 1 1 
Florentine School of painting con- 
trasted with the Sienese, 149- 

153 
Founder of the, 149 
In Siena, 126 
In Volterra, 48 
Florentius tempts S. Benedict, 191, 

192, 19s 
Foiano, J31 
Collegiata, 213 
History o^ 213 
Situation of, 212 
Folgore, his hatred of the Ghibel- 

lines, 29 
Fol^o, 2S4 
Inn of, 245 
Fonte, Fra Tommaso della, 142 
Fonte Gaia, 94 
Forli, Boccaccio in, 21 
"Fra Angelico," by Langton 

Douglas, 284, note 
France, armies of, in Italy, 4 
Francesco, Cenni di, his frescoes in 

Volterra, 47 
Francesco, Giovanni di, his work in 

Arezzo, 313 
Francesco, Piero della, his work in 
Arezzo, 306-313, 31J 
His work in Borgo San Sepolcro, 
316-318 
Francesco, Signorelli the pupil of, 

313. 317 
Franzesi di Staggia, Ava dei, 66, 67 

Franzesi di Staggia, Ildebrando dei, 

66 

Franzesi di Staggia, Tegrimo and 

Benzo dei, 66 

Fratta,264 

Frederic I confirms feud of Castel- 

Fiorentino, 2 

Frederic II, 28, 66 

Children of, 84 

Death of, 83 

Siena allied to, 79, 82 

Visits Siena, 83 



Frederic III, Cardinal Piccolomini 
attached to court of, 116, 
117 
Frederick Barbarossa, Venetian 

campaign against, 102 
Fredi, Bartolo (u, his work in 
Arezzo, 315 
His work in Castiglione, 254 
in Ludgnano, 205 
in Montalcino, 248, 249 
in Montepuldano, 226 
in Pienza, 236, 237 
in S. Gimignano, 33 
in Siena, ^, 155, 156 
in Torrita, 216 
School of, loi, 139, 156 
Fun^, his work in Chiusi, 277 
rlis work in II Monistero, 166 
in Ludgnano, 205 
in Siena, 123, 127, I3i-i33» 

139, 141 
Pupils of, 210 

GabeUa, Tavolette di, 321 
Gaddi, Taddeo, Madonna of, 6 
Gallerani, Beato Andrea, 97 
Gardner, £. G., '*St Catherine of 
Siena," 142 note 
" Story of Siena," 77 note 
Gatts^ Bartolommeo della, his work 
in Arezzo, 314, 515 
His work in Cast^lione Fioren- 
tino, 295, 296 
in Cortona, 2&( 
Genga, Girolamo, his work in Mon- 

taldno, 248 
Genoa allied with Florence, 84 

Taddeo Bartoli in, loi 
German armies in Italy, 4, 85, 90 

note, 91 
Germany, feudal union with Italy, 

240 
Ghibellines, the, cities allied to, 52 
Expelled by Florence, 84 
Fall of, S3, 91 
In Arezzo, 298, 304 
In Castel-Fiorentino, 4 
In Siena, 79, 84, 327-330 
In S. Gimignano, 2^ 
Routed at Campaldmo, 302 
Their position on the death of 

Frederic II, 83 
Triumph at Montaperto, 91 



344 SIENA AND SOUTHERN TUSCANY 



Ghiberti, Lofcnso, bis work in 

Siena, 121 
Ghirlandajo, Domenico, 37 

His S. Fina, 35 

His work in Volterra, 48 

School of, 6, 12, 35, j6, ia6 
Ghirlandajo, Ridolfo, his Pietii in 

CoUc, 57 
Giambertaldo, fights at Colle, 54, 

55 
Gianna, mother of Boccacdo, 16 

Gigli, on Tacco, 259, 260 

Gioiella, 279 

Giorgio, Francesco di, his work in 

Montaldno, 250 

His work in II Monistero, 166 

at Monte Oliveto, 196 

in Siena, 112, 114, 140, 149, 

158 

Giotto, 49, 185, 314 

Crucifixion of S. Peter, 5 

Founder of the Florentme School, 

149-153 
His influence in Siena, 154 

His work in Padua, 195 

His tower in Florence, 96 

Madonna of, in Florence, 6 

School of, 6, 102 

Giovanna of Naples, Queen, 21, 24 

Giovanni, Agostmo di, his work in 

Siena, 96 

"Giovanni Antonio Bazd," by 

R. H. Gust, 187 note 

Giovanni, d' Asdano, his ¥rork in 

Asdano, 177 

Giovanni, Benvenuto di, his work 

in Asdano, 249 

His work in S. Gimignano, 33 

in Cetona, 272 

in II Monistero, 166 

in Montepulciano, 227 

in Sarteano, 269 

in Siena, 112, 123, 138, 140, 

159 
in Sinalunga, 211, 212 

in Torrita, 216 

in Volterra, 46, 47, 48 

" Giovanni Boccacdo,'* 15 note 

Giovanni, Fra, su Angelico 

Giovanni, Matteo di, his work in 

Asciano, 176 

His work in Belcaro, 167 

in Borgo San Sepolcro, 318 



Giovanni, Matteo di— om/^MMMr 
His work in Bnonconvento, 243 
in Piensa, 235, 237 
in Siena, 112, 128, 132, 13$- 
140, 159 
Pupils of, 269 
Giovanni, Pietro di, his work in 
Lucignano, 205 
His work in Siena, 164 
Giovanni da Verona, Fra, 196 
Girolamo, Benvenuto di, his work 

in Campalboli, 178 
Guidoricdo da Fogliano, by Simone 

Martini, 154 
Giuliano da Matano, his work in S. 

Gimignano, 33-37 
Giunts^ Fra, his account <tf Mar- 

wita, 290-294 
Glastonbury, 1&4 

Holy Thorn of, 273 
Godiic Architecture, rise of, 108 
Goths, the, in Chiusi, 276 
Gozzoli, Benozzo, firescoes by, near 
Castelnuovo, 8 
His work in S. Gimignano, 3a, 

33. 36, 37 
in Volterra, 45 
Gnmacd, work of, in Castd-Fioren- 

tino, 6 
Gregory, P<^, •'Dialogues," 185 
Portrait of^ by Benvenuto di 

Giovanni, 123 
S. Catherine counsels, 146 
Tomb of, 313 
Grosseto, 165, 239, 250, 251 note 
Rebeb against Siena, 84 
Seized by Siena, 82, 94 
Situation of, 139 
Guelfe, the, dties adhering to, 52 
Defeat of the, 53 
In Chiusi, 277 
In Rapolano, 200 
In S. Gimignano, 28 
In Siena, 327, 328, 529 
Guelf League, 166, 268 

Dante an ambassador of the, 29 

•« Guide to Siena," by W. Heywood 

and L. Olcott, 77 note, 88 

note, 124 note, 325, ^30, 333 

Guidi, Conti, at Arezzo, 298 

Guido da Siena, his work in Siena, 

His Madonna, 1221, 149 
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Gu^oriccio da Fogtismo, portnit Of, 

Guilds, military uses of, 324 

Hadrian, Emperor, 309 

Hamiibal in the Val di Chiana, 

281 
Hare, Augustus, on Pienza, 232 
Henry HI of England, 107 
Henry VU at Poggio Imperiale, 

29,59 
Besieges Florence, 319 

Crowned by Gnido Tarlati, 304 
His death at Buonconvento, 29, 

181, 240, 241 
His invasion of Italy, 91, 240, 
241, 304, 319. 320, 328 
Heradius, Emperor, honours the 

Holy Cross, 306, 310, 311 
Heywood, William, "A Pictorial 
Chronicle of Siena," 97 note, 

321 

«* Ensami^es of Fra Filippo," 241 
« Guide to Siena," 88 note, 325, 
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330, 333 



History of Perugia," 203 note, 

333 
His notes to " In Unknown Tus- 



cany," 253 note 
On the battle of 
333 



Scanagallo, 331- 



On the Madonna del Voto, 112, 

136 
On the Pemgians in Arezzo, 

3^5 
On Poggio S. Cecilia, 330 

On Siena, 77 note 

•* Palio and Ponte," 85 note, 113 

note 
«• History of Perugia," by William 

Heywood, 203 note, 333 
" History of Siena," by L. Douglas, 

77, III note, 247 note, 325 
Hohenstaufen £unily, the, 91, 238 
Holy Cross, legend of the, 306-311 
Homer, Boccaccio's Latin version 

of, 13. 22 
Honorius II, by Lorenietti, 137 
Horatius, 274 
Hutton, Edward, "Cities of 

Umbria," 294 note 
" Country Walks about Florence," 

160 note 



Hutton, E&ma d --€^fUimted 
Editor of "New History <rf 

Painting in Italy," ^,v. 
" Giovanni Boccaccio," 15 note 
"In Unknown Tuscany," 253 

note 
"Italy and the Italians," 188 

note 

" II Corbaccio," 22 

tie de France, 108 

n Martirio, 173 

n Mattaccio, se^ Sodoma 

II Sodo, 295 

Imola, Benvenuto da, on Tacoo, 

264, 265 
" Inferno," Ckcda d'Asdano in, 

174 , 
Landscape of, 179 

Monterimoni in, 6c 
Val di C^ana in, 2to note 
Innocent III, death of, 84 

Gives Chiusi to Perugia, 277 
Innocent VI, 21, 24 
"In Unknown Tuscany,^ by Ed- 
ward Hutton, 253 note 
Italian Architecture, compared with 

Gothic, 107-109 
Italian -Government, its vandalism, 
181, 184, 197, 221 
Origins of, 322-325 
Italy, its feudal union with Ger- 
many, 240 
"Italy and the Italians," by Ed- 
ward Hutton, 188 note 
Ivory figures of the thirteenth cen- 
tury, 7 

fames I of Scotland, 117 

[apan, art of, if i 

fews burnt in Siena, 1799, 94 

[oachim, 72 

[oanne, Guides de, 244 

[ohn of Salisbury, on Siena, 77 

fulitts Ctesar at Arezzo, 297 

Kamak, temples of, 41 

La Castellina, 212 
Lago di Bolsena, 266 
Lago Piano Sanguinoso, 281 
Lago di Trasimeno, 279 
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Voftena aider, 40 
of, io6| 109 
of bwl<fingi nit 



a* W.y liii vcnioo 01 
L<wc^'^*"^'i De M d eihu , King of 

Kjbcs, in Chilis^ 275t ^7^ 
RocKiris, King of the, 77 
Loicnaetti, Ambrogio. his work in 
CunpftlboU, 178 
His work at Serre, 200 
in Siena, 71, 99-ioi» 103, 121, 
IJ7, 154. 15s, 166, 328 
SdKXM of, i^ 
X/mnsetti, Pietro, his work in 
Aresio, 314 
His work in CastiglioDe, 254 
inCortona, 285 
in II Marthio, 173 
in Siena, 71, 121, 13a, 137, 

138, 154, 15s 
in Rapolano, joo 



of Sioia, before Mootapcrto, 
86-88, 113, 114, 129 

^9,M7 
Allied wkh Florence, 84 
Dttoaoof, 111,251 
Figbis at Campaldino, 299-303 
Goetfi yp at hief of, 52, 339 
Gvelfii ezpdled from, 91 
Joins die Ttacan Leagve, 3 

Held bj Siena, 20^-^0^ 215, 

Hittory oC 202-205, ^69, 270 

S. Francesco, 202, 205 

Sitoatkn o^ 198, 201, 204, 206, 

ai5 
Taken bv Areno, 304 

Taken by the An^ro-Spanl^ 

Ladwi^ofBraodenbnrg, 21 
Lona, neki by Volterra, 40 

Losini, V., ««BiiUedno Senese," 67 
note 

Macanlaj, Lord, inaccmacies of, 

275 
** hfj% of Ancient Rome," 274 

Madiiavdli, Nicol6, 131 
Mediates with Siena, 220 

Machiairdli, Zanobi, work attri- 
buted to, 47 

Blafiet, Raflbele, 46 

BCaghmardo of Susinsna, at Cam- 
paldino, 299 

Ma^one, 267 

Maiano, Benedetto dt, his work m 
S. Gimignano, 34-37» Z^S , 

Maiano, Giuliiuio da, his work in 
S. Gimignano, 33-37 

Mainardi, his work in S. Gimigaioo, 

33. 35-37 
His work in Siena, 126 

Maitano, Lorenzo dd, destgns die 
fri9ade of Orvieto, 106, iio^ 
III, 148 
His plan for the Dnomo of Siena, 

no 
His work in Sieni, 14^ 
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Malatesta, Carlo> defeated by 

Biaccio da Montone, 271 
Malatesta, Sigismondo, burnt in 

effigy, 117 
Malavolti, Maghinardo, 28 

On the Duomo of Siena, 106 
Manciano, 252 
Manenti, the, 174 

Hold Sarteano, 268 
Manenti, Contestable, 268 
Manenti, Manfredi, 26S 
Manfred, allied wi^ Siena, 8I4-91 

Death of, S3, 54, 91, 220 

Recovers Apalia, 84 

Troops of, 270 
Mangone, feud of the Alberti, 

3*4 
Mantua, concpress at, 118 
Marca, the, 
Marche, barons of the, 117 
Mardano, 331 
Marcovaldo, Coppo di, his work in 

Siena, 132 
Maremma, the, 61, 172, 281, 304 
Destroys Volterra, 40 
Florence incites to revolt, 84 
Situation of, 75, 229 
Towns of, 251 note 
Marescotti, the, at Belcaro, 166 
Margaritone of Arezzo, his work in 

Arezro, 31J 
Marignano, Marchese di, at Scana* 
gallo, 331 
Tskkes Monteriggioni, 66 
Marinaria, 291, 292 
Marius, 297 
Martin V, 224 

Silences S. Bernardino, 163 
Martini, Simone, 96, 311 
His > 'ork in Assist, 195 
in Florence, 138, 152 
in Siena, 71, 73, 97, 98, 128, 

154 
School of, 154, 15s 
Martoli, Margherita di Gian Donato 

de\ 16 
Masaccio, 153 
Masolino, 153 
Massa Marittima, 161, 162 
Massarelli, Angelo, 214 
Medici, Cosimo de', defeats Siena 
at Scanagallo, 331 
Holds Foiano, 213 



Medici, Cosimo de' — ^imtifnad 
Holds Montaldno, 247 
Montepuldano, 221 
Sarteano, 269 
Sinalun^2o8 
Siezes Asciano, 174 
Siena, 92,95, 114 
Medici, Lorenzo de', 117 
His gift to Volterxa, 48 
Melano, Operaio at Siena, 107 
Meloria, battle of, 329 
Memmi, Lippo, his work in 
Asciano, 177 
His work in Castiglione, 254 
in S. Gimignano, 32 
in Siena, 96, 132, 1C5 
School of, 14, 155, 156 
Michelangelo Buonarotti, his work 

in Siena, 116 
Michelozzo, his work in Monte- 
puldano, 223, 224 
Milan, Boccacdo in, 22 
Duomo of, 109 
Defeated by Siena, 99 
S. Augustine in, 37 
S. Bernardino in, 163 
the Visconti of, see Visconti 
Milanese School of Painting in 

Siena, 126 
Minerva, Temple of, 106 
Mino da Fiesole, his work in 

Volterra, 45, 46 
Mino, Giacomo di, 1 1 1 
** Miscellanea Storica Sanese," 85 

note 
*< Miscellanea Storica della Val- 

delsa," 319, 321 
Missals in Chiusi, 277, 278 
Monaceschi, Tacco, 259 
Monasteries in Italy, suppression of, 

181, 184 
Montaione, 15 
Montaldno, 223 
Castdlo of, 249 
Chapel of the Sacro SacramentOi 

248 
Convent of Osservanti, 249 
History of, 246 
Inn of the Lily, 237, 244-246 
Its beautiful women, 244 
Last stand of the Sienese Re* 

public in, 247, 250, 271 
Palazzo Pubblico, 249 
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S. Agottino, 248 

S. Croce, 248 

S. Francesco, 248 

Seized by Florence, 81, 83 
by Siena, 81, 85, 91, 94 

Situation of, 171, 229, 244, 246, 
251 

Stroza escapes to, 333 
Montalto, battle of, 82 
Mont' Amiata. 72, 81 gtpmssim 

Mines of, loo 

Outline of, 180 

Situation of, 171, 179 

Station of, 250 

Sunset over, 229-211 

Montaperto, battle o^ 4, 28, 53, 55 

note, 56, 65, 73, 81, 85-92, 

94, 112, 113, 125. 129, 153, 

166, 200, 202, 220, 253, 326 

Battlefield of, 172, 173 

Henry VII at, 320 
Monte al Pruno, 299 
Monte Cassino, 187 

Destruction of, 193 

S. Benedict at, 192 
Montecatini, battle of, 29 
Montecdiio, 295 

Seized by Florence, 303 
Monte Cetona, 210, 218, 219, 229 

252, 259, 265, 267, 272 
Monte Cimino, 180, 266 
Monte Civitella, 265 
MontefiUco, Benozzo Gozzoli's work 

at. 37 

S. Chiara of, 37 
Montefiascone, 266 
Monte FoUonica, 218, 223, 230 
Monte Maggio, 66 
Monte Ma^ore, 316 
Montemassi, siege of, 98 
Monte Morello, 165 
Monte Oliveto, 199 

Abbey of, 180-197 

Library of, 196 

Situation of, 178 
Montepnldano, Duomo of, 222, 
224,225 

Florentine work in, 224 

Histoiy of, 218-221, 246 

Lake of, 218 

Loggia dd Mercato, 222 

Marzoocoin, 222 






Montepuldano — cantittmd 
Palazaof, 222 
Pinacoteca, 225-227 
Porta del Prato, 222 
S. A^osttno, 222, 223 
S. Bia^o, 227 
S. Lucia, 225 

S. MarpariU in, 287, 288, 291 
S. Maria della Consolazione, 222, 

223, 227 
Situation of, 171, 180, 199, 215, 
218, 221, 223, 229, 254, 
267 
Strife between Florence and Siena 

for, 81-83, 91 
Taddeo Bartoli in, loi 
Monteriggioni, history (^, 65 
Montesansavino, 303 
Monte Soracte, 266 
Monte Venere, i8a, 266 
Montfort, Guido di, destroys Poggi- 

bonsi, 166, 320 
Monticchiello, siege of, 331 
Monti Pisani, 180 
Montluc on the end of the Sienese 

Republic, 247 
Morello, uuido, recovers Cetona, 

270 
•• Morpmte," by Pulci, 280 
Mogello, S. Lorenzo, 2 
MunU, Eugene, 187 
MiUTay*s (kudes, 244 

Naples, 23, 54, 91 
Boccaccio in, 16-21, 24 
Henry III starts for, 240 320 

Naples, King of, 99 

Napoleon, his Tree of Liberty, 

94 

Narda, Jacopo deUa, lolled at Monta- 
perto, 90 

Nami, 325 
Inn of, 245 

National Gallery, London, Ducdo's 
woric in, 120 
Assumption by Matteo di Gio- 
vanni in, 159, 318 

Nationalism, birth of, 52 

Negro, Abbate di, 184 

Nerbona, 301 

Neri, the, 29 

Neri, Paolo di Maestro, his work at 
Lecceto, 169 
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Neroccio» his work in Rapolano, aoo 

His work in Siena, 102, 112, 11 j, 

121, 126, 133, 141, 149, 158, 

159 
School of, 269 

" New History of Painting m Italy," 
by Crowe and Cavalcaselle 
(ed. Edward Hutton), 64, 
118, 120, 138 notes 

** Newton'* on a pillar in Tuscany, 
230 

Niccol6, Andrea di, Duomo of 
Volterra attributed to, 45 
His work in Sarteano, 269 

Niccol6, Lorenzo di, his S. Fina, 33 

l<ncholas IV, Pope, 32 

Nicodemus, Go^el of, 307 

"Night Obscure," the, 143 

** Nin£Ue Fiesolano," 21 

Norda, 188 

Novello, Guido, Podestii of Arezzo, 
299 
At Campaldino, 301 
Fighte at CoUe, 53-55 

Olcott, Lucy, 138 

<« Guide to Siena," ^.v, 
Olivetani, Congregation o^ i8l, 

184 note 
Ombrone River, the, 198 
Onions, miracle of the, 62-64 
Opus Anglicanum in Pienza, 235 
Orazio, Giulia di, 136 
Orbetello, 247, 251 note, 252 
Orda, the, 253, 259, 267 
Ordelaffi, Francesco, 21 
Order of Strict Observance, 164 
Orgia, 241, 320 
Onnanni, Antoniolo, his work in 

Siena, 116 
Orsini, Ceccolo degli, 99 

Forces the battle of Torrita, 215, 
2x6 
Orvieto, 270, 317 
Allied with Florence, 84 
with Montepuldano, 82, 83, 220 
with Sarteano, 268 
At war with Siena, 277 
Duomo, the, 71, 14^, 185 
Compared ynth Siooa, 105, xo6, 
109, III 
Ite hold on Cetona, 270, 271 
on Chiusi, 277 



Overcomes Arezzo, 298 

Signorelli in, 185 287 
Osenna, S. Quirico in, 238 
Osservanti, the, in Castel-Fioren- 

tino, 5, 6 
Ostasio da Polenta, 21 
Otho IV visits Siena, 80 
Ottos, the, in Volterra^ 44 

Pacdiia, Girolamo del, his work in 
Sarteano, 269 
His work in Siena, 126, 131, 135, 

138, 14I1 159 
in Sinalunga, 210 
Pufols of, 170 
Pacchiarotto, his work in Buonoon- 
vento, 243 
His work in Montaldno, 250 

in Siena, 114, 159 
Puinls of, 173, 272 
Padua, Petrarch in, 21 

Work of Giotto in, 195 
Paglia, the River, 280 
Pueologus, Tomasso, 235 
«* P^o and Ponte," by William 
Hmrood, 85 note, 113 note, 
I30f 305 note 
Pdio, the, run hi Siena* 93 
Pafana, 223 
Palmoria, Suor, 144 
Punpinea, 17 
Pftncole, 241 

Paolo, Giovanni dl, his work in 
Asciano, 176, 
His work in Cutiglione Fioren- 
tino, 296 
in Casdglione d' Orda, 254 
hi CoUe, 57 
in Pienza, 236 
in Siena, 126, 127, 138-140, 

158 
Papttnti-Girandi, 322 

Paris, Boccacdo bom in, x6 

Passignano, 267 

Patria, Pfttrizio, 182 

<• Pavement Masters of Siena, The," 

112 note 

Puzi> the, 55 

Conspiracy, 99>32i 

Rule Ar^po, 304 
Puzi, Guglielmo, 300 

Warned by S. Margarita, 293 
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Peod, Bishop, " Memorise," 130 
note 
On the Daomo, Siena, 106 
Tomb of, 115 
Peoora, Niccoio del, in Montepul- 

dano, 220 
Peooimi, Tacco Monaceschi de', 259 
Pecorij Luigi, on S. Gimignano, 27 
Pehu^ the, take Cortona, 283 
PeUioaio, Giacomo di Mino di Neri 
del, his work in Siena, iii, 
121, 132 
Perkins, F. Mason, 1 38, 1 76 note, 208 
Ascriptions of^ 205, 208, 250 
On Fei, 157 
Staggia's debt to, 65 
Persians, Cosdroe, King of the, 310, 

3" 

Perugia, 96, 145, 270 

At War with Siena, 203, 215 
Claims Montepulciano, 220 
Her hold on Qiiusi, 277 

on Ludgnano, 203 
Her rule in the ccntado, 331 
S. Bernardino in, 163 
S« Lorenzo, 305 
Seizes Arezzo, 208, 305 
Taddeo Bartoli m, loi 
Tramway of, 221 
Perugino, his work in Borgo San 
Sepolcro, 318 
His work in Siena, 128 
School of, 296 
Umbrian Undscapes by, 273 
Pemzzi, Baldassare, his work at 
Belcaro, 167 
His work in Chiosi, 278 
at S. Ansano and II Martirio, 

173 
in Siena, 116, 127 

Pesda, held by the Manenti, 268 

Petrarch, bom in Arezzo, 297, 314 

His friendship with Boocacdo, 

13, 16, 21-24 

His loTe for Laura, 19 

Offered chair in the Florentine 

University, 21 

Petrignano, 279 

Petrucd, F., "I Confini Senesi," 

333 
Petruca, Pandolfo, 121, 220, 271 

His work in Siena, 164 

Tomb of, 165 



Pheidias, 151, 152 

Piagente, Lapa di Puccio di, 141 

Picdnino, Jacopo di Niccol6, ukes 

Cetona, 271 
Piccolomini, the, in Montaldno, 247 
In Pienza, 232 
Monument of, 116 
Piccolomini, Ambroao, joins Ber- 
nardo Tolomei, 182 
Piccolomini, Ascanio, quarrels with 

Tommasi, 136 
Piccolomini, Canunal Francesco, 
builds the Library, Siena, 
116 
U4 Pitts II and III 
Piccolomini, Count Silvio, 234 
Piccolomini, Tommaso, tomb of, 

112 
Piceno, 265 

" Pictorial Chronicle of Siena, A," 
by V^liam Heywood, 97 
note, 112 note, 130 note, 134, 
321 
Pienza, cope of Pio II in, 235, 236 
Duomo, 180, 230, 232 
History of, 231 
Inn of, 232, 237 
Museo, 234-237 
Palazzo del Munidino, 230, 233 
Palazzo Piccolomini, 230, 234, 

«37 
S. Francesco, 233 

S. \^to and S. Modesta, 233 

Situation of, 171, 199, 223, 229, 

254,267 

Pietro da Cortona, his work in 

Arezzo, 315 

His work in Cortona, 284 

Pietro, Lando di, architect of 

Duomo, Siena, no 

Pietro, Onofrio, 36 

Pietro, Sano di, 49 

His work in Badia a Isola, 67 

in Buonconvento, 243 

in Cetona, 272 

in Chiusi, 278 

in Montaldno, 249 

in Pienza, 235 

in Siena, 97, 114, 123, 126, 

127, 131, 133, 138-140, 158, 

164 

in Sinalun^, 212 

in S. Quinco, 2^ 
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PietroDi, Pietro, 23 

Pieve Asdata, 85 

Pilatus, Leon, 22 

Pintoricchio, his work in Siena, 

112, 115, Ii6>ii8 
' His work in S. Gimignano, 32 

Penizd, the assistant of, 173 

School of, 248, 272 

Tomb of, 139 
Pisa, JO, 31, 298 

Alhed with Siena, 84 

Archbishop of, 264 

At war with Florence, 82, 83, 304 

Baptistery of, 115 

Campo Santo, 155 

Defeated at Meloria, 329 

Duomoof, III, 251 

Ghibellines in, 52 

Held by Volterra, 40 

Heni^ Vll at, 240, 320 

Leanine Tower, 180 

Piazza del Duomo, 104 

S. Catherine in, 145 

Submits to Florence, 84 

Taddeo Bartoli in, loi 
Pisan Sdiool of Architecture, X05 

School of Sculpture, 106 
Pisano, Giovanni, his influence on 
the Lorenzetti, 154 

His work in Siena, lois, 114 
Pisano, Giunta, School of, 141 
Pisano, Niccol6, his work in Siena, 

107, 114 
Pistoia, allied with Siena, 84 

Fights at Campaldino, 299-302 

Gmbellines in, 52 

Sie|:e of, 1305, 29 
Pitigliano, 252 

Pius I, portrait by Vecchietta, 235 
Pius II canonizes S. Catherine, 235 

Career of, 1x6, 117 

Cope of, 235 

His buildings in Pienza, 232-234 

His gifts to Siena, 115, 116, 134 

On Monte Oliveto, 183 
St. Catherine, 144 

Portraits of, 1 1 6-1 18, 237 

Relics of, 236 

Statue of, Siena, 116 
Pius III, coronation of, xi6 
Pliny, 281 

Poggi di Petrisnano, 279 
Poggiboosi« 2^ 81 



Poggibonsi — cotUimud 

Allied with Siena, iC2, 53, 58 

Castello, the, 57, 58 

Claimed by many, 3 

Destroyed by Florence, 65, 66 

Histoxy of, 320 

Henry VII at, 4, 29, 240, 319 

Pode^ of, ffivours Florence. 
82 

Roccaof, 28 

Renounced by Florence, 91 
by Siena, 82, 83 

S. Lucchese's life in, 60 

Situation of, 51, ^7 

Staggia united wi&, 64 

Tskken by Florence, 54 
Poggio delle Donne, 332 
PoKgio Inneriale, 59, 321 

Battle of, 99 
Poggio de' I&poli, 90 
Poggiomartun, 59 
Poggio Montotto, 272 
Poggio S. Cecilia, Ghibellines in» 

329 
Situation of, 201 

Poliziano, Angelo, bom at Monte- 

puldano, 224 
PoUaiuoli, the pupils of, 158 
Pollaiuolo, Antomo, Communion of 

S. Mary of E^t, 64 
P(dlaiuolo, Pietro, his Coronation of 

the Virgin, 35, 37 
Pompey, wars against, 297 
Pontassieye, 299 
Poor Clares, the, 5, 6 
Poppi, 300 
Popnlonia, destroyed by the Ma- 

remma, 40 
Porto Pisano, 84 
Pozzuolo, 279 
Prato, 85 
Fights at Campaldino, 2^ 
L^igued ag^Dst the Ghibellines, 

The Madonna's girdle in, 216 
Provenzano, Madonna of, I35~7 
Puccini, Pucdno de', in Cetona, 

271 
Puld, on the Val di Chiana, 280 
Punic War, 297 

" Purgatorio," Ghino di Tacco in, 
258 
Sapia of Siena in, 56 
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Quattrooento, wockof dietia Siena, 

126. 148 
Querela, Jacopo della, his work in 

Siena, 121, 133, 148 
Querela, Primo della, hu work in 

Siena, 122, 17a 
Quiriacusy Bishop, 310 

Radicofiuii, Castello of, 253, 258 
Ghino di Tacco in, ao7, 254, 258, 

260,267 
Great Dukes Inn, 255 
Histoiy of, 254, 255 
Palazcodel Govemo, 2$$ 
ReTolts from Rome, 21S0 
S. Agata, 256 
S. Antonio, 255 
S. Pietro, 2(;5, 256 
Seized by Siena, 253 
Situation of, 165, 171, 180^ 210, 
229, 238, 252, 254, 265, 
270 
Usurer of, 256-258 
View from, 265 
Raimondo on S. Catherine's 

mother, 141 
Rainucdo visits S. Lucchete, 62 
Raneria, 2^1, 292 
Ranieri, Bishop, places Siena under 

interdict, 325 
Rapolano, Church of the Fratemiti, 
200 
History of. 199, 200 
S. Maiia Assunta, 199 
S. Vittorio, 199, 200 
Situation of, 198, 199, 201 
Ravenna, Boccaccio in, 21 
Razzi on Poggibonsi, ^21 
Renaissance, Boccaccio's influence 
on the, 14 
Its influence on Italian ardii- 
tecture, 109 
Repetti, <* Dicionario," 321 
on Castel-Fiorentino, i 
on Sinalunga, 207 
on the Counts of Sarteano, 268 
RicdarelU, 45 

Ricdo, his work at Monte Oliveto, 
192 
His work in Siena, 115 
Rimini, Carlo Malatesta of, 271 
Rinaldo, Francesco di, his work in 
Siena, 96 



Rinaldo, Bfinucdo di» his wotk in 

Siena, 96 
Ripoli, abbey of, 299 
Robbia, Andrea deUa, his host of 
S. Linus, 45 

His work in Arttzo, 314, 315 
in Montepttldano, 223 
in Siena, 164 
in Radico&ni, 256 

School of, 66 
Robbia, Giovanni della, his work 
in Monte Oliveto, 197 

His work in Volterra, 47 
Robert of Naples, King, 18, 1 10 

Opposes Henry III, 240, 319 
Rocca d' Orcia, 223 
Rocca of Poggibonsi, 28 
Romagna, the, 21, 298 

Barons of the, 117 
RomagnpU. the, fight at Campal- 

dino, 299 
Romans defeated by Hannibal, 281 
Rome, 41, 172, 265, 266 

Chaxles of Anjou in, 268 

Establishes Catholiosm, 44 

Fall of, 60 

Floods in, 1902, 112 

Governs Aretzo, 297 

Height of buildmgs in, 108 

Henry VII, in, 240 

Her connection with Siena, 77, 
95, 322 

In Volterra, work of, 41, 43, 44 

Palatine, the, 43 

Petrarch in, 21, 314 

Roads to, 75, 78, 81, 238, 239 

S. Augustine in, 37 

S. Benedict in, 108 

S. Bernardino in, 164 

S. Maria Maggiore, 139 

S. Peter's, 151, 227, 240 

S. Verdiana's pilgrimage to, xi 

Situation of, 297 

Urban returns to, 145 

Vani^ng beauty of, 69 
Romeo's Rosaline, 17 
Romulus, 43 
Rondine, 303 
Rosario, batue of, 79 
Rosellino, Antonio, his work in 

Arezzo, 314 
Rosellino, Bernardo, his work b 
Pienza, 23, 237 
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Rossi, P.| on the connection of 

Siena with Rome, 322 
Rotharis, King of the Longobards, 

77 
Rovere, Francesco Maria della, 

Duke of Urbino, takes 

Cetona, 271 

Rupert of Flanders, defeated at 

Castel-Fiorentino, 4, 319, 

320 

S. Ansano, Converts of, 77, 167 

Imprisonment of, 128 

Ma j t yr dom of, 173 

Patron of Siena, 77, 95 
S* Ansano a Do&na, church of, 173 
S. Antimo, 250, 251 
S. Antonino, 2S4 note 
S. Bernardino, 73 

CeU of, 165 

Founder of the Convent oi the 
C)s8ervana^ 161, 164 

In Siena, 94, 95 

Life of, 161-164 

Bifincles of, 163 

Relics of, 164 

Serves the plague-stricken, 122, 
162 
S. Casdano, 265, 319, 321 

Castello oif K9 
S. Catherine of Genoa, 1S4 
S. Catherine of Siena, 30, 73, 148 

Omonized by Pius II, 116-118, 

235 
Childhood of, 141, 142 

Company of, 122 

Enters a Dominican Order, 143 

Her mission to Avignon, 145 

Letters of, 146 

Ministers in the Ospedale, 122 

Political missions ot, 145, 146 

Portrait of, 141 

Receives the Stigmata, 141, 146 

Relics of, i^i 

Serves the sick, 144, 145 

Visions oi^ 142, 143, 140 
S. Chiara,43 

& Chiaia of MonteiKloo, 37 
S. Domenico appears to S. Cathe- 
rine, 143 

At Lecceto, 167 
& Donato, battk-ary of Anno, 
301 

AA 



S. Fina, frescoes of, 38 
Patron saint of S. Gimignano, 9, 

26, 28, 31,^ 
Shrine of, 34, 30 

Story of, 34, 35 , 
S. Flora, 78, 253 and note 

della RotJnan ware in, 256 

Sforza of, 271, 277 

At enmity inth Taooo, 260, 

264 

In Radicafiui, 255, 256 

S. Francis of Assisi, 30, 195, 202 

Frescoes of life of, in Castd- 

Fiorentino, K 

Order of, 5, 59, & 

S. Bernardino joins, 162 

S. Lucchese joins, 59, 60 

S. Mamrita joins, 292 

Visits S. Verdiana, 12 

S. Genesio, walb of, destroyed, 3 

S. George, bv Bartolo di Fredi, 205 

S. Giacomo di ComposteUa, 11 

S. Gimignanello, 201 

S. Gimignano, 15, 27, 32, 51, 248, 

319 
Allied with Florence, 28, 29, 85 

At war with Volterra, 29 

bvGozzoli, 37 

dollegiata, 33-36 

Dante in, 26, 29, 31 

Frescoes of, 38 

Fights at Gimipaldino, 299 

Histoiy of, 27-30 

Inn of, 245 

Palazxo del Commune, 31-33 

Piazza del Podestit, 31 

Present peace of, 31, 36, 38 

Road to Volterra nom, 39 

S. Agostino, 36-38 

S. Fma, the patron saint of, 35 

Situation of, 8, 26, 27 

Wooden statues of, 47 
S. Giovanni, Cavaliere di, 264 
S. Giovanni, feast of, 303 
S. Giusto, 43, 4^ 
8. Gredniana, 48 
S. IppoHto di Castel-Florentino, 3 
S. L^nardo al Lago, 169 
S. Linns, Pope, 45 
S. Lu c c h es e , chuich of, 59 

Story of, 59-64 
S. Lucesk), iM S. Lncchtw 
S. Maiguita, 279, a8« 
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S. Margarita — <onti$med 

Death of, 294 

Her birth and early life, 287 

Her life in Cortona, 291-294 
in Montepuldano, 288, 289 

Her penitence, 290 

Her political work, 293 

House of; 279, 287 
S. Mtutiola ia Chinsi, 275, 277 
S. Niccola, 236 

S. Peter's, Rome, 151, 227, 240 
S. Pietro di Pisangdi, 12 
S. Pladdus, stoxy of, 190-192 
S. Qttirico d' Oicia, 19^, 252, 255 

Church of S. Quinco and S. 
Ginlitte, 237 

Its former importance, 238 

Situation of; 171, 2^7, 238 
S. Salvatore, su Badia di S. Sal> 

▼atore 
S. Salvi, 319 
S. Secondiano, 277 
S. Verdiana, patron saint fA Castel- 
Fiorentino, 6 

Pictures of, 6, 14 

Story of, 0-12 
Saliml)eni| the, at Belcaro, 166 

In Casti^^one d' Orda, 253 
Salvani, Frovenzano, counsels 
Siena against Frederic I, 

Counsels Siena to spare Florence, 

91 
Described by Dante, begging in 

Siena, 94 
Governor of Siena, 53-56 
Salvucd, the, 28, 30, 30 
Sangallo, Antonio da, his buildings 
in Montepulciano,'222, 227 
His work in Arezzo, 315 
Sang^o, Giulio da, his work in 

Cortona, 284 
Sansedoni, Beato Ambrogio, 97 
Sansovino, Andrea, his font in 

Volterra, 46 
Sapia, of Siena, her confession in 

the •* Purgatorio," 56 
Saradni, the, 160 
Sarteano, Collegiata, 269 
Counts of, 26S 
History of, 268, 269 
Situation of, 267, 268, 270 
SS. Lorenzo e Apollinare, 268 



Sarteano— iVM/MMA/ 

S. Martino, 269 

Villa Bargagli, 269 
SassetU (Giovanni di Ste£ux>), 49, 

195 
His work in Asdaxx), 165, 175, 
178 
inCortmia, 286 
in Pienza, 236 

in Siena, 73, iii, 1x2, 114, 
"5. 126, 138, 149, 157, 158, 
165 
School of, 158, 296 
Savonarola, in S. Gimignano, 33 
Scanagallo, battle of, 331-333 
Sdalenghe, the, 268 
Dommate Asciano, 174 
Lords of FoiaiK), 213 
Rapolano, 199 
S. Gimignanello, 201 
Sinalunga, 208 
Sdpio Africanus, 40, 297 
Segna, his ¥rork in Montepuldano, 
223 
His work in Siena, 153, 154 
School of, 196 
Sellajo, his work in Arezso, 315 
Selva, the, 168, 279 
Semifonte, fortress of, ^, 4 

Seized by Florence, 81 
Sena Vetus, 77 

Senones, Brennus, captain of, 77 
Serpents of S. Verdiana, 6, 9, i x, 12 
Serre, a visit to, 200, 201 
Setti^nano, 16 

Ohvetani at, 184 note 
Sforza, the, in Radico&ni, 255, 

256 
Sforza, Maria, takes Cetona, 271 

Takes Chiusi, 277 
Siena, History andgtneral — 
13, 26, 29, 38, 51, 172, 320 
At peace with Florence, 1255, 84 
At war with Arezzo, 165, 199 
with Florence for Montepul- 
dano, 28, 64, 66, 79, 80, 
81-83, 219-221 
with Florence for Talamone, 

84 
with Perugia, 203, 215 
Badge of, 77 
Beato Bernardo de' Tolomei in, 

182 
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Siena — tontifmtd 
Besieges Pogeio S. Cecilia, 329 
Black Death in, 96, 183 
Builders of Monterig^one, 65 
Byzantine influence in, 72, 151, 

153 
Challenged by Florence, 85-89 
Charm of, 68-74 
Dante in, 93, 94 
Dedications of, to the Madonna, 

113, 114, 129 
Defeated at Colle, 28, 54-56, 91, 

at Scanagallo, 331 
Defeats Florence at Camollia, 
130 

at Montaperto, 85-91, 326, 
328 
Dncdo's Majestas in, 118-121 
Excommunicated, 91 
FaU of, J3, 326-329, 331 
Famine m, 136 
Fights at Campaldino, 299 
Forces against, 75 
Frederic II visits, 83 
Ghibeilines in, 4, 84 
Guelfs in, 92 
Guild of, 158 
Henry VII at, 4 
Her allegiance to the Emperor, 

79, 80 
Her early alliance with Rome, 

76, 77, 141, 321, 322 
Her hold on Cetona, 270, 271 

on Chiusi, 277 

on Ludgnano, 202-204, ^'S 

on Sarteano, 268, 269 

on Sinalunea, 208 
Her period (/greatness, 76 
Her rule in the contado^ 81, 204, 

325.330 
Her struggle anunst the great 

feudatories, 81 
Humbles the Aldobrandeschi, 

82 
Toins the Tuscan League, 3 
Noises of, 70, 95 
Occupies Rapolano, 199, 200 
Palio run in, 93 
Placed under an interdict, 325 
Present peace of, 30, 31 
Psychol(^cal influence of the 

landscape of, 72-74, 76 



Siena — umHmud 
Power of, after Montaperto, 53 

of the Bishop in, 78, 323 
Rise of the Commune of^ 79, 80, 
324,325 
of feudalism in, 78 
Road to, 57, 58, 65, 67 
S. Bernardino in, 163 
Seizes Castiglione d' Orda, 253 
Ludgnano, 303 
Radico£ani, 253 
Situation of, 6^ 74, 75, 93, 103, 
131,150, 171, 172,229,265, 
297 
Syndic of, 86-88 
Tacco in, 259 
Tolomd in, 181 
Trade of, 80, 81, 253 
Under the Council of Nine, 92, 
124, 215, 326, 328 
the Council of the Twelve, 

215, 329 
the Council of Twenty-Four, 

83. 85-92, 326 
Water-supply of, 43, 76, 127 

Siena, Churcius^ gettts^ paiaces^ 

piazzas^ streetSt etc, — 

Accademia delle Belle Arti, lOl, 

153-159. 181, 184, 209 
Baptistery of, 109, 121, 148 
Baths of, 261 
Belcaro, 160, 166, 167 
Bishop's Palace, ill 
Camollia, 89 
Campanile, Xl8 
Campo of, 71, 88, 330 
Cappella della Piana, 95 

della.Volta, 141, 143 
Chapel of the Seminario, 137 
Carmine, 127 
Castel di Camollia, 124, 125 

di Val di Montone, 124, 125 

Vecchio, 124, 128 
Communal library, 241 
Convent of the Osservanza, 1481 
160, 164 

of S. Margherita, 127 

of the Santucdo, 133 
Costarella, 125 

Duomo of, 65, 69, 71-73, loi, 
203 

Cappella di S. Ansano, 115 

Cappella di S. Bonifimo, 1x4 
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Cappelk di S. Giovumi, no, 

"5 
Cappella del Voto, in, 112 

Dmte of building, 106, 107, 
109-111, 148 

Ducdo's MftjesUs carried to, 
119, ijo, 153 

ItB fii^ule, 105, 106, 109, III 

Its interior, in 

Its mosaic pavement, lit, 118 

Its pulpit, 1 14 

Its aacmsty, 114 

Services in, before the battle of 
Montapearto, 86-89 

Snbsequentadditions to,lio^ 1 1 1 
Fontebranda, 141, 143 
Fonte Gaia, 148 
Fortegnerri de' Grandl, 127 
Fortma, 159 
II Ministero, 16c, 166 
Lecceto, 160, 107-170 
lisza, the, 69, 71 
Loggia dei Nobili, 70, 155 
Loggia del Papa, 134, 155 
Misericordia, 131 
Opera del Duomo, Ii8-iai, 153, 

Oratorio di S. Bernardino, 137 
Ospedale di S. Maria della Soda, 

105, 122, 154, 156, 162 
Osservanxa, loi 
Palazzo Buonsignori, 127 

Celsi, 127 

dei Diavoli, 148 

Finetti, 128 

del Magnifico, 121 

Piccolomini, 129, 134 

Fubblico, 71, 93, 95-103, 114, 
125, 129, I3<5, 148, 154, ISS» 
216, 321, 328 

Salimbeni, 138 

Saradni, 125-127, 154, 156 

di S. GaJflano, 133 

Spannocchi, 1 38 

Tantucchi, 138 
Passaggio della Tina, 139 
Piazza del Campo, 93-9S» 97» 
104, 119, 128, 129, 13s 

del Duomo, 104, 122 

di Postierla, 127 

di S. Agostino, 128 

di S. Donato, 138 



Pfaaea di S. Franoetoo, 137 

di S. Giovanni, 104, 105, 121 

Tolomd, 85, 135 
Piccolomini Libniiy, III, Il6 
Porta Camollia, 70, 77, 82, 117, 
128, I33» 139 

FontebcuKla, 166 

Laterina, 104 

Ovfle, 138, 160^ 165, 19S 

del Perdono, 112 

Pispini, 89 note 

Romana, 70, 133, I7lf I7«» 
180,246 

S. Marco, 128, 165 

San Viene, 89 

Tufi, 183 
Rifngio, 133 
S. Ag(Mtino, lOi, 128, 132, 154, 

S. Ansano, 128 
S. Barbara, 72, 171 
S. Bartolommeo, 139 
S. Benedetto, 196 
S. Chiara, 133 
SS. Chiodii 138 
S. Cristo&no, 85, 86, 88, 135 
S. Domenico, 71, loi, 139-144, 

S. Donato, 138 

S. Eugenio, 155, 160 

see 11 Ministero 
S. Francesco, 71, loi, 139, 140, 

154, ISS 

S. Galgano, 133 

S. Giovanni, 121, 122, 148 

S. Girolamo, 131 

S. Giosto, 131 

S. Lada, 128 

& Martfaio, 89, IS9-*I3I> 15^ 

S. Maria delle Nevi, 139, 148 

S. Maria di Provenauio, 135-137 

S. Mustida, 128 

S. Pietio Ovik, 138, 155 

S. Pietro della Ragione, 8s 

S. Pietro ddla Scak, 127 

S. Spirito, 133 

S. Stefiuio, 139 

SS. Triniti, 132 

Seminario Vescovile, 169 

Servi, the, 131, 132, 155 

Terzo di Camollia, 124, 125, 135- 

147 
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Siena — comtmued 
Terzo di CittiL, 124-128 
Terzo di S. Martino, 124, 125, 

"9-134 
Torre del Mangia, 48, 71, 73» 96» 

148, 222 
Via Baldassare Penud, 127, 128 
Benincasa, 141 
di CamoUk, itq 
del Casato, 128 
Cavour, 69, 70, 125, 134, 

135. 138, 139 
della Cerchia, 128 

della Cittii, 125, 127 

Cortatone, 139 

Gazzaniy 139 

del Giglio, 137 

dei Pispini, 133 

di Provenzano di Sotto, 136 

Ricasoli, 125, I33-»3S 

Romana, 133, 135 

de* Roesi, 137, i^ 

Sallustio Bandini, 135 

di S. Bfardno, 131 

di S. Marco, 128 

di S. Pietro, 127, 128 

di S. Pietro Ovile, 138 

diS.^Quirico, 128 

di Tommaso Pendola, 127, 128 

di Val Montone, 133 
Well of Diana, 127 
Siena, Bishop of, 163, 233 
His allegiance to Emperor and 

Pope, 78, 322-325 
His exhortations before Monta- 
perto, 86, 1 13 note 
In the fifth century, 77 
Cardinal of, su Pius II 
" Siena Monumentale,'* 67 note 
Sienese courtesy, 244 
<*Sienese Painter of the Fran- 
ciscan LqgCDd, A," by B. 
Berenfoo, 175 note 
Sienese sdKX>l of painting eon* 
trasted with the Florentine, 

149-153 
Dncdo, the founder of, 118, 

149 
Its conservatism, 149-151 

Work of, in Badia a Isola, 66 

in Volterra, 48 

S^mund, Emperor in RonWi 164 

Signa, 76 



Slgnordli, Laca, compared with 
Hero della Franeesca, 313 
His work in Arezzo, 314, 315 
in Borgo San Sepolcro, 317 
in Ca^lione Fiorentino, 296 
in Cortona, 283, 285, 286 
in Foiano, 213, 214 
in Ludgnano, 205 
in Monte Oliveto, 184-187, 

192-196 
in Montepuldano, 225 
in Ondeto, 185, 287, 317 
in Sinalunga, 211 
in Volterra, 46, 49 
School of, 248, 284 
Silvio da Fiesole, his work hi 

Volterra, 46 
Silvio, Enea, 232, 2^3 
Sinalunga, history of, 208, a59> 264 
La Torre, 208, 210 
Madonna ddle Nevi, 2io> 211 
Palazzo Pubblicoy 210, 211 
S. Bernardino, 210, 211 
S. Croce, 210, 211 
S. Luda, 210, 211 
S. Martino, 208, 210 
S. Pietro, 208 
Situation of, 207 
Siniga^a, 276 

Sixtus rv leagued with Siena, 321 
Snuff made at Pog^bonsi, 321 
Sodoma, his work m Oliveto, 184- 
196 
His work in Montepuldano, 226 
in Siena, 97, 98, 123, 128, 133, 
140, 141, 159, 165 
Pupils of, 176, 249 
Vasari on, 185-196 
Sovana, Aldobrandesdd of, 252 
Spain, landscape beauty of, 229 
Spaniards capture Belcaro, 167 
Spannocchi, the, in Montaldnoi 

247 
Spira, Corrado, Bishop of, 66 

Spoleto, 180 

Longobards in, 276 
Spugnole, Badia of, 54 
Sta£^[ia, 81 

Allied with Siena, 52 

History of, 64 

Pieve di S. Maria, 64 

Renounced by Florence, 91 

Situation of, 64 
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"St Catherine of Sidia,'' bj E. G. 
Gmrdner, 14a note 

Stefitno, Giovanni di, see Sawetta 

St^liano, 241,^20 

"Storia dei Communi Italiani," 
322 

" Stoiy of Siena," by E. G. Gard- 
ner, 77 note, 130 note 

Strada, 279 

Stramln, Domenico, 33 
Patron of artists, 37 

Strosa, Pietro, ddeated at Scana- 
gdlo. 331 
Fortifies U Ministero, 166 

Sulla besieges Volterra, 40, 44 

Solmona, 25 

Susinana, Maehinardo di, 299 

Symonds, J. A., on the Marsocco 
Inn, 222 

Taoco, Gfaino di, 59-265 

Cores the Abbot of Cligni, 
261-264 

Death of, 265 

His birth at Sinalunga, 207 

in Radicofiuii, 254, 258, 260 

Life of, 259-265 
Tacco, Turino di, 259 
Tacitus, on the Val di Chiana, 2S0 
Tagliacozzo, 53 

Battle of, 91 
Talamone, claimed by Florence, S4 
Tamagni, his work in Montaldno, 
248 

His work in S. Gimignano, 36, 

Tancredi, Fulvia, 181 

Tardus orders the death of S. 

Mustiola, 275, 276 
Tarlati, the, 295 

Hold Arezso, ^, 306 
Tarlati, Guido, 182 

Rules Arezzo, 304 

Tombof, 305, 313 
Tsurquinius Priscus, 40 

Superbus, 274 
Tavollette of Siena, 134 
Terontola, 279 
Terra Pocza, 283 
Terrosi, the, at uetona, 271 
«* Tescide, The," 21 
Thebes, 41 
Thomey, Island of, 106 



Tiber, the, 274, 280 
Titian, 98, 313 
Todi, 227, 319 
Tolentino, S. Nicholas of» 38 
Tolomei family, the, 135 

In Montalano, 24 
Tolomei, Bernardo de, founder of 
Monte Oliveto, 181-183, i^ 

Portrait of, bjr Sodoma, 99 
Tolomei, Cavolmo, Sienese exile, 56 
Tolomei, Giovanni de', 182 
Tolomei, Mino, 181 
Tolomei, Nello, 32 
Tommasi, Giugurta, on Tacco, 259 

Quarrels with the Archbishop, 136 
Tomm^, Bartolommeo di, his work 

at Siena, 1 1 1 
Tomm^, Luca di, his work in 
Montaldno, 249 

His work in Siena, 157, 216 
Tomano, claimed by Florence, 82 
Tomaquind, Gherardo Ventraia 

de', 299 
Torrenieri, 199, 239, 249, 251, 252, 

Torrini, Signor, shop of, 134 
Torrita, battle of, 99, 208, 216 

Madonna delle Nevi, 216 

Propositura, 216 

S. Fiora, 216 

Situation, 214 

Tacco in, 259, 264 
Torrita, Tacco Monaceschi de' 

Pecorai da, 259 
Totila in Chiusi, 276 
Trasimeno, Lake, 218 
Traveller's fear, 39 
Trecento, work A the, in Siena, 125 
Trequando, 223 
Trieste, Bishop of, 116 
Trojr, 281 

Fall oi; 40, 43 
Turamini, the, at Belcaro, 166 
Turino, Giovanni di, his work in 

Siena, 121 
Turks, crusade against, 117, 118 
Tuscan League, 328 

Dedde Mtween Florence and 
Siena, 82 

Formation of, 3 
"Tuscan Penitent, A," 287 note 
Tuscan rule in the Val di Chiana, 
280 



